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To His GRACE, The 


Duke of Ormond, 


Lord Steward of His Majeſties Houſhold, 


Knight of the Noble Order of the Garter, 


One of His MA JESTIES moſt Honourable 
Privy Council, &c. 


May it pleaſe your GR ace, 
BA HE Arrogance a Poet may be puilty 
| in a Dedication , often 1a 
ha - im more terror, than-bus fear for | 
SIGH the ſucceſs of hu Play, andT al. 
ways thought the Frowns of an offended Patron 
a greater Puniſhment than the Cenſures of the 
Partial Criticks. But the Sin of Confidence 1s fo 
natural to a young Poet, and ſo ſuitable to his 
Charafter aud Buſmeſs, that an Excuſe, or Re- 
proof ( as it would be extreamly unneceſſary, ſo 
it) might perhaps be a hinderance to his For- 
tune, My ſence of this, has encourag'd me 
to preſ, ent this (omedy to your Grace , with this 
humble Suit, T hat as it has indifferently paſt in 
the Opinion of the Town , it may have the Ho- 
nour to ſtand as Neuter in yuur Graces Fa- 
| 2 vVour : 


I HI "x MRS” A ARE endo etl” 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

"our : The greateſt Confidence of a Poet can ak 
no more; nor can you, (My Lord) Govern'd by 
your F xcellent Temper, grant leſs, This [ 
> [ need not repeat, nor urge a ſecond time : 

or who ever yet made an Humble Addreſs to 
your Grace, that went away unſatufied ? You 
are fo far from Singularity, ſo Nobly Full, 
and ſo unwearied in doing good, that to Pen your 
Applauſe, were as impoſſuble a work, as to Pen 
the Aﬀtions of your Life, every bour producing 
ſome memorable thing as an Addition to the Vo- 
lume. My Lord, *[ 1 not only my particular 
Grief, but every ones for your Graces depar- 
ture from \: ngland: And though the great Place 
of Truſt conferred upon you. by Hu Sacred 
Majeſty, (and which none can be more Wor - 
thy of ) gives us proof as well of your Pious 
L oyalty, as Unequal 'd Grandeur , Yet ſuch an 
Influence you have gain'd on all Hearts, that 
they had rather the Kingdom of Ireland ſhould 
loſe its Preſerver, than they ſo good a Patron, 


Thi I confeſs Þ am moſt ſenſible of, perhaps 


having as much cauſe as any; which Relation 


Pl ſmother , leſt it 1s thought Intereft more 
than Gratitude makes me my it, " 
| ir 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 


If I have*preſumed" too Yibrh, T have ths 
Excuſe, That. a Dedication to ſuch a Perſon 
cannot be VV/rit without it , and "tis the only 
Honour a Poet # ambitious of, to. bave a great 
N ame before hu Play. I confeſs I was guilty 
of this, and have only-this Excuſe for the Ar- 
rogance of 'a Dedication, T hat your Grace was 
pleas'd to favour my' Laſt, and that this was 
VPrit with the ſame Integrity. For the Play 
I can ſay nothing , only that it was my own, 
though ſome are pleas'd to doubt the contrary, 
(the Scotch Song excepted, a part of which 
Was not mine ; nor do | defire any Reputation 
from it.) Be pleaſed, My Lord, to forgive 
' this Prolixity; and believe my ſence of the 
Honour I have in Addreſſing to your Grace, 
almoſt equals the Ambition 1 ſhall ever own, in 


Stiling my Self, 
My L ORD), 
Your GR ACES moſt Humble: 


and molt Obedient Servant, 


THO. DURFEY. 


— 
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Drammatis: 
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Drammatis Perſong. 


TY Aſbley, a Gentleman, Friend 

| to Emilia. 

R anger, his Rival. 

Perrgrine Bubble, A credulous fond 
Cuckold , Husband to Emillia, 


Old Fumble,, a fuperannuated Al 
derman, - that dotes on Bl.:ck 
Women : He's very deat, and 
almoſt blind 3 and fecking ro 


_- 


cover his impericCtion of nor ; 


hearing what is {aid to him, are 
{wers quite contrary. 


Sir Roger Petulant , a jolly old 
Knight of the Jalt Age. 

Sneak, Nephew to Sir Roger, a 
young raw Student, | 


Spatterdaſh, Servant to Fumble. 
ark Servant to Raſbley. þ 


Apothecary. 

Emillia, Wite to Bubble. 
Maria, Siſter to Bubble, 
Cordelia, Niece to Bubble. 
Betty, Woman to Emillia. 
Governeſs. 


| 


Mr. Smith. 


Mr. Hrrrss. 


Mr. Fevan, 


Mr. Barrer. 


Mr. Fames Nokes. 


Mr. Anth. Leigh. 


Mr. Sandford. 


Mr. Richards. 
Mr. Percival. 


" Mrs. Marſbal. 
Mrs. Hughes. 


Mrs. Napper. 
Mrs. Norrice. 
Servants and Atttendants. 


Some 


_— 


Lato*s y of Socraver, | Count Bris. 


Some Books Printed for James Magnes. 
or Phede > Two Dirlogues Happy Slave., 


and Richard Bentley. 
Þ concerning the Immorta- 


lity of Mans Soul. 


A Natural Hiſtory of the Paſſions. 
Country Wit. | 


; 


French Novels. 


. Princeſs Monferat. 
L' Heurenx Eſclave, 


Sophoniba. 

Nero. L' Henrenx Eſclave, Second Part,. 
Auguſtus Ceſar, L rr HT troifieme Part, . 
no ——— A French Play Adted at Whitehbal, 
Sir Timothy Tawdery, Entituled, Kare-en-tont. 
Madam Fickle. | The Diſorders of Love. In the- 
All Miſtaken. | Prefs, : 
Engliſh Monſieur. The Deſtruction of Feruſulem by. 
T artuff. Titus V eſpatian, in two Parts. 
And : ho - The Rival Queens, or the Death 
M romache, of Alexander the Great. 
_—_ The Plain-Dealer, by.Mr. |ichere 
Forced Marriage. | ley. 

The F90i turned Critick. In the | Madam Fickle, or:the Witty Falſe. 

Preſs. One. 

The ſecond Part of the Happy | A -— =o nd, or the Plotting : 


Slave. In the Preſs. 


fix- laſt have been. 


Moral Eſſays, the fecond Part. In All theſe 
the Preſs.. | Printed theſe two laſt Terms. . 
Engliſh Novels. New, The Edacation\of a.Prince, being :. 
the ſecond Volume of the Mo-- 
Zlinds. | ral Efays, is now in the Preſs... 


Prologue. 


—— — 
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Could pleafe:the: Critithy that ſit bere to view," 
The Poet might bave thought this Play would do. \'\ 11 
But in this Age Pf 0 priiſc can get : nin," 
Tou cry 4t Converſation wants, and Wit ; | 
| As if the Obvious Rules of Comedy, 
\ IWere only dull Grimace and Repartee. | 
Sch, Sirs, have been your Darlings prov'd of late o*' 
The Anthor therefore careleſs of bis Fate, — 4 
j | And knowing Wit a Chattle bardly got, 
j Hs ventur*d his whole Stock upon a Plot : 
| ; He ſays a Mock: Song, or a Smutty Tale, —— 


T: Plot and Bur neſs Comical and New, 


l Can pleaſe the Town ; and why not this prevail ? — 
i I friendly told bim, all that T could ſay, 
il Wu, that your Fancies lean'd the other way} 
Aud you loy'd'Wencbing better than bis Play. 
For th' Body ſtill you Lugxury prepare ; 
But let the Mind be deſolate and bare : 
Thus loſe your ſelves in the Worlds prudent thougbt,— 
Then ſtrive to get Reprieve by finding fault. 
A Critick is a Monſter. that *can ſway 
Only o'er'Ignorance, and yct dares prey * 
Upon that Power that form'd him out of Clay.— 
Adulterate Age, where Prudence is a Vice, — 
And Wits as ſcandalous as Avarice : — 
Tet in deſpight of this, — yYare Poets too; 
ll . And what two Fops rail at, @ third ſhall do. 
i 'TVpon our Priviledges you incroach, - 
ll And with dull Rbimes the Noble Art debauch, _ | 
; For Writing Plays you ſcorn a Poets Name 3 
| A Bawdy Song's enoitgh to get you fame : 
il Where midjt the Reputation that is due, 
| Tou will be ſure no man ſhall cenſure you. 
Tet though your Fattion does infeſt the Torn, 
There is a wiſe Cabal dares judge and own 
Deſert and Wit, and our Endeavonrs Crown : 
To theſe we humbly Dedicate our Plays, 
Whilſt at thzir Feet our Poets throw their Bayr, 
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THE 


FOND-HUSBAND: 


The PLOTTING SISTERS. 


ACT I. Scene 1. 


ny, 


A Dining-Room, a Table, Shuttle-Coek: 
and Battle-Dor's, | 


Raſhley and Emilia firting. Betty ſongs. 


N vain, Cruel Nymph, you my Paſſion deſpiſe, 
[ And ſlight a Poor Lover that languiſhing dies: 
Though Fortune my Name with no Titles endow'd ; 
Tet fierce is my Paſſion, and warm is my Blood. 
Delay in Aﬀedion exalts an Amonr ;, 

For he that loves often will ſooneſt give oer. 


2. 
But Vigorows and Toung I'Þ flee to thy Arms, 
Infuling my Soul in Elizuum of Charms. 
A Monarch TI'f be when I lie by thy Fg 
And thy pretty Hand my Scepter ſhall guide ; 
Till cloy d with delight you confeſs with a Joy, 
No Monarch ſo happy, ſo pleaſant as I, 


\ Raſhley. 
Y Heav*n, There's nothing, ſo dear to a free and generous 
a Spirit, as this roving _ uncontrouP'd way of Love ; 
Me thinks we live like Angels, and every Kiſs brings 

a new life of pleaſure. - 
Emilia, You have reaſon to believe I think fo, for ſuf- 
fering this carly Viſit from you in my Husbands abſence 3 
who, poor Man, went from me by break of day to ſee a Horſe-Race a 


Mile beyond High-Gate. | | 
B R aſhley, 
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Raſbley. Nay, I confeſs, 'tis a ſign of your kind reſentment of my 
-affion; Oh Heav'y ! that happy thought has made me all rapture: 
TU $<þ ts Madam as I would my Youth, or the beſt of all my 
Sencts,* the Sence vf Fedling. 0 

Emilia, Cheriſh it rather as the, rpgans of keeping our love from 
my Husbands knowledge. Well ! I ſwear the thought of my indire&t 
plot famgtimes makes me very melancholy, 

Kafhley. Melancholy ? Fic, Madam, baniſh ſich thoughts for 
ever from your breaſt: It you are melancholy now, what would you 
have done, if I had not known you, when the Clog of your Conſci- 
ence (I mean your Husband)) would have been your perpetual plague, 
and given you cauſe for more melancholy than the contrivance of the 
plots you ſpeak of ? — 

Emil. Ay 3 but to break a Vow, Sir, a Vow: Little do you think 
what *tis,to break's Vow. |; 

Raſhley. Little do I'think\?.. Madam, I thought you had known me 
ſo much a Gentleman, to imagine I know what belongs to the breaking 
a Vow as well as.another.man. To undeceive you, I have broke twenty 
Vows, that.is, unneceſſary Vows, (ſuch as yours are !) nay, and with- 
out a {cruple of Conſcience : I:thank my Stars, I'm of a' tougheyCon- 
ftitution. © ain 4 | 

Emil. Bel(ides,-you conſider not the other inconveniences you know 
my Husband's Siſter Maria.lovcs you, and. is of that untam'd,. malici- 
ous nature, that ſhe'll revenge my invading her propriety in your heart 
by diſcovering our love to my Husband : I. know ſhe plots. it hourly , 
and tho? her pretence is the Honour of our Family, her real defign is 
through her love to you., | | 

Raſhley Never doubt your Husband, Madam, he-has ſo ſtrange a 
confidence in my fidelity, that to-poſſels him otherwiſe, were utterly 
to take away the little ſence is left him... You know he browught'me to 
lodge in his houſe, which: prudently I refus'd at firſt, and feemingly 
fled from the Heay'*n I delir'd, to, make bim more impertunate ; Since 
I came here, you know how he has carreſt mes and, to colour my de- 
lign , and divert you, have feign'd a Miftriſs in- this' quarter'of the 
Town ; and then, as if I ſpoke of her, have told him all that has paſt 
betwixt my felf_ and you, at which the good-natur'd Creature has 
hught, extreamly, and wiſht me good luck a thouſand times 3 and can 
we now doubt further ftrcceſs?* By Heav'n, we cannot Madam. 
Emilia; Their you know there's another great obltacle 3 Ned Ranger 
has long profeſt a paſſion for me, and -doubtleFs is not ignorant that my 
tove for you'is the cauſe: of his no better ſitcceſs: A jealous man ſees 
more than twenty others 4 'and 'twill be very neceſſary for us to be 
careful of fo dang'rons! an Enemy: y_ pf 

Raſhley. Dang'rous?-—— pot at all, Madam, ——never think him 
6. 6 L ”Y ſo 3 
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ſo 3 ſucceſs, which aniimates the Hero, and lcads-him onto gredter'en- 
terprizes than before he durſt attempt, has cheriſhe hopes in me : Let 
me alone with him 3 and for thy part, Igad I'll turn thee looſe to any 
Fernale-Devil on this fide Lapland, cither for plot or repaſtths” | 

Emilia. Yet till I fear the worſt. | 

Raſhley, Fear nothing, Madam : Fear is the worſt of paions ad iq- 
cident to baſe, not noble Hearts 3 belides, our love, confider' 4 rightly, 
is a ſecond-rate Innocence, where affeCtion, not duty, bears preroga=- 
tive *tis the great and primitive bus'nefs of our Souls; ſaſpition and 
tear came in by the by, 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Madam, Mr. Ranger, in ſpite of my refi Rove; has radely 
preſt into the Houſe, and is juſt coming hither. 
Emilia, Call up the Footmen : Lock the door, —— 


Enter Ranger. 


R anger. Stand ſtill, Mrs. Jilt, or I ſhall ſpoil your door-keeping here- 
after. Jack, Raſhley, here Hell and the Devil— [To Betty. 

Emilia, What infolence is this ? pray. Sir, your buſineſs ? 

Ranger. Only my zeal, Madam, to give you notice of an approach- 
ing danger : Your Husband has ſo intangl'd' his Horns yonder in a 
Hawthorn-Buſh , that *tis to be fear*d without immediate help he will 
loſe the decent and commodious ornament of his Forehead. 

Emilia. Moſt impudent of men ! how dare you-tatk thus ? 

Ranger, Moſt infamous of women ! - how dare you do thus? 

R aſhley. Do what, Sir ? 

Emilia, Hold, and as you love-me, move nofarther: Baſeſlof min] 
have you the folly to believe this way can prove beneficial to your love? 
No, I hate thee mortally, nor ſhall-thy malice from henceforth be ſuc- 
ceſsful z Il diſarm it 3 and when thou thinkeſt thy plots are ſureſt laid, 
be ſure of a ſurprize, 


R anger. O/intamy !— *Sdeath,. is your Fotchead Steel? and is 
d po 


Skin of that-obdurate temper:you cannor force a Bly into, ygur 
at the confeſſion of your obſcene Crinde Cs: How: great a Fticn 
Hell is Impudefice!--: 
Emilia. Pray, Sir, — forgive him, y are inf Gigh Fellow duel ft 


often. troubled with, and believe his "inſolenct en #=— fyture th all by 
prevented : in the mean time to-expreſs my path ao, eNeaje 
to preſent you with this Necklace 3 apreſy my ag he —_ 
nay, and (wear you-ſHan't refofs Petri oy Cri 

fach.as vo *tis all the good 'T: get! by/him!* 
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R anger. Very well ;— the bleſſing of a wife let all men judge. What 
envious Fiend to plague me makes me love this ( reature ? 

Raſh. I will preſerve your favours as my life 3 your memory ſhall 
poſſeſs my Soul, and all your charms live ever in my fight —— My 
kindeſt, ſweeteſt —deareſt — Kiſſes ber band, 

Rang. Death and Damnation, muſt I ſtay and ſee this ? Madam, — 
this modeſt carriage before a jealous Lover makes 

Emil. Little for your contentment I doubt not, Sir.——— But *tis . 
a fate proper enough for ſuch bulie and inquiſitive perſons. — 

Raſh. Fa, la, la, la, Ia. Sings. 

Rang. Go—you are a Devil ſo far from being a Woman, that Þ 
begin to doubt whether Nature had any hand in your Creation. Is't 
not enough, Vile Creature, that I know you abuſe your Husband, but 
that you dare give me an ocular proof ? Diſpence your favours to the 
man that horns him before my face? Oh unparallell'd impudence !—- 

Emil. Incorrigible Fool, think't thou to daunt my-will ? the little il! 
I do can raiſe no infamy, nor will 1 ever doubt it. 

Raſh. Fa, la, la, la 

The joys of a Lover in paſſion remains, 


Iz: paſſion that's fervent and free, &c. 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Oh Madam, my Vaſter's juſt come home and coming up. 
Rang.. Bleſt minute! now I hope his eycs will be unſcal'd, and 
through the right end of the Perſpective ſee you: Madam, aſſure your 
ſelf there ſhall want nothing in me. 
Emil, 1 know, Sir, and am prepar'd for the worſt of thy malice. 
Here, take this Battle-dor, and let us play. [They play. 


Raſh. Out, out, Madam y are out. 
Enter Bubble. 
Bubb. Ha, ha, ha.-—— Chicken 3 Good morrow, Chicken, —— 


Morrow Tom. Chick, prethee let me kiſs thee: What, in the 
mumps ? This morning, pop no more of that hoh -- 
What my old Ericod. Ranger too.! Morrow. Ned. Faith ! would you ha& 
been with me this morning, I have had the rareſt ſport yonder at 
High-Gate with two. or, three Country-fellows — Harkee, Chick, I 
have invited 'em all to Dinner one day this week, good blunt courſe 
Fellows Faith, but damnable xich : as Gad jidge me, I paſt for 
a brave Fellow amongſt *em.—— 
; Emil. You need, boaſt of applauſe from ſuch Clowns. 
Babb. Clowns? What, honcſi, tough , hard- fited , plain-deating 
Farmers, 
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Pop T fay, you are an inconſiderable Var- 
and know not what belongs to ſuch good com- 


Farmers, Clowns ? 
tee, Chicken, 
pany. 

Rang. She is ſo wel diverted at home, Sir, that all Rural focicty is 
diſtaſtful to her. - 

Emil. 1 gueſs *em to be much of your humour , Sir, Owners of a 
great deal of dull, infipid noiſe, and very little or no ſence. — 

Bubb, Well faid, Chicken. Ned. To her. To her agen, 
Ned; 'Tis a raging Furk at Repartee,-—— Invent, invent ſtrike her 
home 3 prethee try her wit.--Thou art a Scholar, — for my part I daze 
not : (As Gad jidge me |.) ſhe's always too hard for me. — 

Rang. And me teo, I aſſure you, Sir.— But there's a Gentleman 
that has the good fortune to be more intimate : his addreſs is far 
more pleaſing than mine.- 

Bubb. Who, Tom! Come, I'll hold a Guiney ſhe's too hard for him 
too 3 why, 'tis the readi'ſt, witti'ſt, jeering'ſt, flearing*ſt Quean 
*Sbud ſhe's one of the peazls of Eloquence.— And Pop,= by the way 
let me tell you, there's ne'er an Orator in Chriſtendom has more Tropes 
and Figures, take her when her hands in— 

Rang. Nor knows the Art of Wheadling better,F1! fay that for her. 

Bubb, Gad, thou art in the right, ſhe's a Nox Parelioat it: but now 
you talk of Wheadling, prethee, Tom, how goes thy Love-affairs > 
Thou look'ſt but ill upon't ?— Any plots? adventures of late? Hah+# 

Raſh. None that can. make me frown, Sir : My Stars have al- 
lotted me fo mild: a deſtiny , that I can careſs my Friend with my 
wonted Air, without being diſcourag'd by my ſucce(s in Love-affairs.. 

Bxbb. I'm glad on't, Faith: Come, prethee let me be partaker of thy 
good fortune z-— when wert thou with her ? 

Emil, Tell him, tell him, Sir: Lord, you never uſed to be ſo cauti- 
o!1S in theſe matters : — pray tell him and tremble: — Now obſerves. 

[To Ranger. aſide... 

R -ſh.” Why, Sir, I was with her this-morning. 

Bubb, So! and what ſucceſs prethee ? 

Raſh. Why at my firft coming ſhe entertain'd-me with a Jong: foftly 
expreſſing the delights of Love in an excellent Air, and added to it-a 
thouſand kind words and kiſſes : I had all the priviledge imaginable, and: 
*twas my good luck to-come at-a very happy hour, for her Husbandi 
went out early i'th' morning a Fowling as far as Holloway. 

Bubb. Holloway ? a Pox on't, -- what damn'd luck: had 1*: if: 


it had been High-Gate þ ſhould: have met+the Fool 3. for I have beenz 

there all this morning. 

Raſh. Ah! 'tis no-watter, Sir, his company cawadd- little to. anyr 
ones credit 3 fos he isbut a-kind of a foft-hcaded, ahalf-witted-Belw 


Aubh.. A 
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Bubb. A Ninny, a Fool. —- Ha, ha, ha. 

Raſh. Ay, and the moſt credulous of all the Cuckolds I ever met with, 

Babb. Poor Animal! Faith IT pity him, but there's a number of 'em 
about Town ifaith, — we men of wit ſhould want diverſion clſe, 

Rang. We men of wit, quoth a! Dam him, he's duller than a Ju- 
ices Clark.——— To be made a property all this while, and not diſ- 
cern it, Oh inſufferable ſtupidity ! 

Emil. Obſerve, Sir, obſerve. 

Rang. Yes, Devil, I do obſerve; I doubt not but my obſervation 
ſhall add little to your quiet. Oh: curſe of — 

Bubb, Why how now, Ned # what, grinning like a Monkey eating 
of Cheſnuts ?— prethee what art thou thinking on ? As Gad jidge me, 
I think thou art grown. infipid, as my Wife ſays ; How dolſt like Tom's 
Intrigue? Ha,— 1s it not pleaſant ? 

Rang. Very pleaſant, Sir, and faith in my judgment repreſents as 
nearly as any character I ever ſaw. 

Bubb. Repreſents? —- whoo pox you're at your Quirks and Quid- 
dits, your Cambridge-Puns and Weſtmin|ter-Quibbles are you ? 

Emil. Pray forward, Sir, me thinks 'tis very divertive, 

Rang. Very divertive! Dam her, ſhe was ſure the Off-fpring of Be!- 
g:bub, 

Raſh. After a thouſand other careſſes intermixt with kifſes and ſmiles, 
and a world of happy thoughts and fancies extravagantly rendred upon 
{ happy an occaſion , ſhe oblig'd me in a new and moſt ſenſible way, 
preſenting me, with a (weet and incomparable grace, this Gold-Watch, 
and this Diamond Ring. Ranger looks amaz'dly, 

Bubb. Prethee obſerve Ned there, he's grown a ſtrange whimſical 
Fellow 3 Ha, ha, ha, look how he ſtares, 

Rang, Was ever ſuch an Impudence? ſure IT dream ! and this is all 
dcluſion. —-- Harkee, Sir, are you irrecoverably blind ? 

Bubb. Blind? what I blind ? 

Rang. Mcthinks that Watch Iooks very like one I have ſeen your 
Wife wcar often. 

Bubb. Ha ! as Gad jidge me, and fo it does 3 but much good do thy 
heart, Tom, I'll warrant it right. 

Rang. Me thinks that Ring too much reſembles yours. 

; Bubb, The ſquare is right, —— but I think my Stones were a little 
cr. ; 
an. Now the Devil take thee for a dull Rogue. [ Afide, 

Rafh. But the beſt jeſt was, before ſhe gave me theſe, there happen'd 
to come rudely into the Room a wild, young Fellow, that I found after+ 
wards :to'be my- Rival, and one ſhe hated for his ill nature and imperti- 
nente 3 * but- to:ſee how pitiful he lookt to ſee me {fo preſented before 
his face, would have made you dic with laughing. —— Ha, = 74 
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Bubb. 
Emil, ; Ha, ha, ha. 


Rang. Hell and Furies, what's this T hear? am 1 made a property 
too? If I bear this, may I be poſted for a Coward, and my infamy 
known to all Nations, —-—- Harkee, Sir. 

Raſh, Well, Sir. 

Rang. By your ridiculous fleering behaviour, I gueſs T was concern'd 
in your laſt deſcription , an affront that requires inſtant ſatisfaion 3 
and believe, Sir, you ſhall not carry it off ſo clearly as you imagin'd : 
Tho! he is ſuch a fool to be bubbPd out of his reaſon, — I am not— 3 
follow me, Sir, if you dare. 

Raſr. Dare | Lead on, Sir,— you ſhall ſee how much I dare. 

Emil. Hold, Sir, you ſhall not go. 

Raſh. Dare follow you ? 

Rang. Ay, Sir, 'twould be a doubtful queſtion if your proteQtion 
there were out of the way. Points to Emil, 

Raſh. What's that ? proteion ? 

Bubb. How now? — what Jokes ? hard words ? what's the matter; 
Tom 2 I muſt have no quarrels here. 

Emil. "Tis Mr. Raxger's ill humour 3 prethee, Love, ſpeak to him, 
he's always diſturbing good company 3 tell him, he's Impertinent. 

Bubb. Gad, and ſo will. What a pox, a man cannot be a 
little jocoſe in his own houſe but he muſt diſturb him 3 you ſhall ſce me 
go and huff him, 

K axg. His Horns I am ſure are large enough 3 — Horns of ſufficient 
growth, ſubſtantial Horns 3 Horns viſible, large, craggy-branchr, rough 
Horns, and yet he may not believe it. 

Bubb, Believe what, Ned ? Ha, ha, ha,-—— He's mad. — Down-- 
right out of his Wits : *Tis a thick ſcull'd Fellow, God knows, 
but we were not all born to be Wits. What dolſt believe, Ned ? 

Rang. Why, Sir, I believe you are mad. 

Bubb. T1 mad? — Damme Ned, you're an impertinent Fellow. Now. 
obſerve, Chicken, 

Rang, How, Sir ? 

Bubb. 1 ſay, Sir, an impertinent Fellow, Sir, and deſerve to be cramb'd: 
into a Powdering- Tub. 

Kang. Dam this Fool, how he tortures me ! but my revenge lies ano= 
ther way 3 I ll inſtantly go- to his'Siſter Maris, who I know loves Raſt-- 
ley, and will willingly join with me in my revenge. This muſt do, 
and I'll about it inſtantly. Exit. 

Bubb, Ah — he's gone; I thought when I began to roar once he 
would quickly vaniſh : I warrant I have frighted him into an Ague. — 
Poor Fool, he'll hardly trouble us again this'good while. | 

'Kaſh.. An uncivil perſon, tirlt to intrude into our company, and _ 
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to hinder our diſcourſe, eſpecially of ſo pleaſant a Narration : Gad! 


*twas too much. 
Bubb. Too much ? — Why 'twas the Devil and allz and as Gad 


jidge me, — he's the Son of a Whore, and I'll make him an example. 


Enter Footman. 


Footm. Sir Rager Petulaut with his Nephew, and old Mr. Fumble arc 
come-to viſit you. 

Bubb Gads ſo !— Sirrah ! wait on 'em up, and call my Niece down. 
This is the man, Chicken, I told thee that I intend for Cordelie's Huſ- 
band: He's very Rich, 1 am told, and his Father's a Knight, and Shes 
i riff of the County. 

\ Emil. But who is the other, Sir? 

| Bubb. Why, doſt not know him ? *Tis old Alderman Fumble : He's 
i a little deaf, but ifaith very good company, and. will fo fumble about 
ib. the Women.— You ſhall ſee he's a very jolly Fellow, and reparttes, 
i and talks, and chats at all rates ;z— but the Devil a word he hears, 
jo he always anſwers quite contrary : — Hell make us all laugh 
itaith.— 

| Emi', T've heard he dotes on all the Women he ſees, and is as paſ-* 
| ſonate and inconſiant at his age of Seventy Three, as the brisk Sparks 
of our times are at Five and Twenty. 

| Raſh. He ſays (the Devil take him that believes him) nothing fails 
il him but his Eyes, which defe@ he has lately amended by a pair of Ve- 
Wl netian SpeQtacles. 

Bubb. Ha, ha; *tis a pleaſant old Fellow.— But here they come. 


Enter Sir Roger, Sneak, Fumble. 


Sir Rog. Cob! come, Cob, come! alang, I ſay, and hold up thy 
head.— Fie, fie, — be not fo baſhful, Child. — Nay, Cob, — what 
doſt think I'll forſake Thee ? Piſh, in verity I will not: Wipe 
thy Eyes, I ſay. : 


Enter Cordclia. 


. Bubb. He's a little moody-hearted, that's the worſt on't :— But the 
young man will ſhow his parts by and by, I warrant ye.- Come hither, 
Niece: Sir Roger, Your moſt humble Servant. 

[ Old Fumble pulls out bis Speftacles, and looks on Cordelia. 

Sir Rog. Yours, good Mr. Peregrine. You ſee, Sir, I am as good as 
my word : I have brought my Nephew, Cob, here's your Mrs. Cob. —— 
Look, look up, and go and ſalute her. I'll ſhew thee the way, 
Nay, Cob, ſtill in thy dumps?— Look upon me, Man ! I'll do't firſt. 
Sneak. 
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Sneak, Well,. well ! I'll follow you, Uncle: I am a little baſhful 
at preſent, but I ſhalt 5ome to*t 4hon, = 

Sir Rog, Well fat47 Madam ! -1 atn yorrr hutnble Servant — 
[ Kiſſes ber, 

Sneak, And I likewiſe, Madam | RE, x dag 

Fumble. Ifack, ifack! a pretty well-favour'd Woman that” there A 
good Eye, gcod Hair, and ifack I think ev'ry thing good ——ha— 
Hem, Mr. Peregrine, prethee who is that there ? 3 Woran there ? 

Bubb. Who, ſhe yonder ? | 6 \ 


Fumb. Hah ! 
Bubb. Why, ſhe's a near Friend of mine, Sir, — [ Aloud. 


What an ignorant old Fellow *tis, not to know my Niece ? 

Fumb. A Friend ? Well I could have heard you, I could have.heard 
you without this exclamation ; What ifack, I am not deaf, I could 
have heard you : but if ſhe be'a Friend, I hope an' old Friend may ſa- 
lute her; ?cis a civility well paid. By your leave, ſweet Lady. © © 

[ Goes to kiſs Cordelia, and kiſſes Sneak. 

Sneak, What the Devil does this old Fellow mean? Uncle ! did 
you ever ſee the like? | | 

Sir Rog. Ha, ha, ha! a pleaſant miſtake ifaith, 

Famb. Ha! ifack I think I was miſtaken, was I not, Gentlemen ? 
was I not? I doubt my falſe light guided me to the wrong perſon ;— 
Hah ! But come, no matter, I meant it right, Madam, -I meant it 
right : Never the o'der fox a miſtake ifack ! I meant it right. 

Cord. 1 am glad I miſt it for all that. 

Sir Rog, Mr. Raſhley, you are not merry 3 in troth .L fear I have di- 
ſturb'd you, Hah ! » TIES | 

Raſh. Not at all, Sir 3 'tis impoſſible your free humour can be trou- 
bleſom to any one. | 

Sir Rog. You know my old way, Sir, jovial and inoffenſive. —— 
Pray let me commend my Nephew to you. Cob, come hither : 
He's a lictle too modeſt, Sir z— but elſe I think I may ſay, — a youth 
of notable parts : Come hither, Cob. -\d:295 <> wan AT 

Raſh. 1 can. bctieve no leſs: Sir, your humble Servants * © ' > ©; 

Sneak. With all my heart, Sir ; and I am your Servant in like 
manner. | dads ji 

Cord Bleſs me ! what a Figure of a Husband Malf T have? + + 

Sir Rog. You know, Sir, when 1 was a Batchelor I delighted much 
in merry Songs and Catches. Ah! Sawny Broome rare Fellow; and 
when a dozen. of us Royaliſts were met at the Miter under- the Roſe 
there, the Leveller went round, round, ifaith, x, I hold out Mill, Sir, 
as well as I can. 3 and tho? I cannot fing, my ſelf, I keep thoſe that can. — 

Bubb. Ay, and ſb do I. My Wives Milt ſhalt ſing'you a 
Scotch Sorfg ;:—— Come, ſing it Betty = \, *%\\ *t [\Bopty fro. 
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XN January Lift on Munnonday at More, 


"4s along the Fields I paſt to view the Winter-Corne, 


. Lleaked me behind, 4nd ſaw come ore the Knough, 


[ 


1 


«> + = 
” ©» * » 
. 
T b1 
w 


> 


Ten glenting in an Apron with a bonny brent brom., 
- 


: 


d Gud Morrow, Fair Maid, and ſhe right» courteouſly, 
lew and Sine kidSir, ſhe ſaid, Gud Day agen to ye. 


T7 rd. o ber, Fair 314d, quo.T, how far intend you now? 


Duo ſhe, 1 mean aMile.or ima to yonder bouny brough, 
| | ny 


Fair Maid, Tme weel contented to ha ſike Company 
For,] am gargirig out the Gate that you intend to be, 

Il her we had walkt a Mile or twa, 1 ſaid to ber, My Dow, 
May. 1 not light your Aproz ſine kiſs your bonny brow? _ 


"I 


''- Nea, Cud Sir, you are far miſtean, for F am nean o thoſe, 


.. But gif we like your Company we. are as kind 45 yon. 


T. hope you ba more. breeding than to light a Womans Cloths, 
For Ive a better choſen than any ſike' as you, : 
Who baldly may my Apron light, and kiſs your bonny brow. 
Nay, gif you are covtraGed; Thaue no more to ſay; 

nabs this be rejeded, T will give ore the Play: 


And I will chooſe yen o my own that ſhall' not on me rew, 
Will boldly let meilight her 4pran, kiſs her bonny brow. 


6. 


\ 


Sir, I ſee you tre proud-hearted, and leath to be ſaid Nay 3 


Ton need not tall ha ſtarted for eaght that I'd4id ſay - 
Ton knaw Wenn for modeſty no at the firſt time Boo 3, 


Bubb, 


, 
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Bubb. How dee like it ? 

Sir Rog. Oh | I have hundred ſuch as this, Si. 
| Fumb, A pretty matter ifack, a very pretty matter 
Raſh, T doubt, Sir, you heard it not. 

Fumb. Ay, is it not, Mr, R4bley, is it not ? 'Tfack I like it well, 
Raſh. With all my heart, Sir. Progarthet+.. 

Fumb. Right ifack, it was ſung well indeed. 

Omn, Ha, ha, ha! | 
Bubb, Well ſaid, Grandfire Fumble. 

in, and toſs a Bumper about. _ pd OY 
Sir Rog. I wait upon you, Sir. Cob, kad in your Miſtiſs. —— 
C 31 -:N1:A vas 2095 


Come, Sir Roger, now let's 


| {The tat otagon 230 108 5 14 brett 
Magent, Raſhley, aud Emilia, t -in9 «6 1s 2ta63 


Raſh. So! thus far all is well. But what's next to be done 2 
for I know Ranger and Maria are plotting mitchief. | 

Emiliz, To prevent/\em we mult counterfeit a falling out by railing 
at you to my Husband.;, I'll ſoon confirm it in his opinion.3. but be 
you are melancholy enough 3. and. by this means; their defigns are fru> 
ſtrated, and we fill fate in our Intrigue, | ; A 

Roſh. Excellent !——— And I'll warrant you, Sweet, I'll play my 
part well, 

Reilly The better will be the ſucceſs ; but kt's go in for fear we 
Are 1cen. | | 

Raſh. Thus whillt we're equally involv'd in thought, 

That fide fares beſt that lays the wiſeſt plot — 


Exnurtl, 
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The Second ACT. 


Enter Ranger and Maria. 


\ "2 1/ MS 


LY 


Rang. Ever was an Intrigue carried with fo much confidence 3. 

; every word they ſpoke retain'd a double meaning 3 but ſo 
evident, that any Animal, but a dull Husband, could rot fail to under- 
ſtand it : for they were ſo far from hiding their Aryour, that they openly. 
confeſt all z only ſpeaking in a'third perſon for-a lender ſecurity. He 
ſtood and heard it, and often would laugh heartily to hear himſelf. no- 
toriouſly abufed. 

Mar. An inſipid' Fool ! Oh that IT had been there to have chang'd 
te Scene a little! | Bat, Sir, cou'd you be idle on ſuch' an occaſion ? 
Why did'not'you play your part cunningly, 'and: difcover *em 2-—— 
"Rang. Faith, T did what T'could : but: the cunning Devil your Sir 
Ger, till as ] was ſpeaking ſomething towards the diſcovery, would in- 
terrupt me, and in a minute dath al-my hopes by turning what was 
ſaid into raillery. _ 

- '' Mar. Is ſhe {o politick ? 'tis very well:*'F'once- imagin'd I could 
beſt deſign, and thought my Talent gf Wit equal with any.. ' But are 
they fo intimate; fay, ye, Sir ? G | 

. Rang. As Man and Wife. 

*-- Mar. Impudent Fellow ! dares he inſult over my Love ?- Baffle my 
paſſion with a fly pretence ? Iam not fair enough 3 but he fhall find my. 
Brain has Wit enough to ruine his deſign, Foul as Lam. 

Rang. Now the Devil in her is working hard for me 3. we ſhall have, 
it anon. [ Aſide. 

Mar. Fool'd by a Brothers Wife !! A Creature that the Law makes 
kin to me! No, *twas tamely thought, and T as tamely now ſhould 
ſuffer wrongs had I a Daſtard Spirit. But in me Nature has ſhown her 

piece,-and- to- a Maſculine perfon Providence has beftow'd-an 
Adtive Soul fo ſenſible of wrongs, that to forgive would argue me as. 
baſe as is their treachery. 

Rang. Now fhe thunders3 the Devil has been priming her all this 
while, and now fhe ſcatters like a Hand-Granado. _ [Afide. 

Mar. My love refus'd ! *Tis Death to the dull Fool; Death, double 
Death 3 Damnation too *tis likely. — But why did E name it Love? 
thcre's no ſuch word z for with this breath I baniſh it for ever, and in 
wyPicall xecciye obſcure rgycoge, my Hearts delightful Darling! Oh 

the 
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the pleaſure inithat lender word Revenge !—— TI! plague the Fodl 
ker Husband with a ſtory ſhall make his Gall flow upwards. 

Rang. _— him with doubts, and make his jealouke break into 
violent fits of rage and paſſion : Fl further all, Madam y by Heav'n L 
will not fail you. 

Mar. Enough 3 and doubt not we'll foon turn the Current. 

Rang. We'll catch 'em in his Lodging. 

Mar. Entrap 'em there, and bring him in to ſee it. 

Rang. Right : What elſe? Well ſhame 'em, — 

Mar, Slight *cem.,— 

Rang, Laugh at 'erm, —— 

Mar. Vex 'em, ——— 

Rang. Ruine 'em, — 

Mar, Dam *cm. 

Rang. Hey ! By Heav'n 'tis excellent 3 and now I ſee the ſence of 
wrongs can arm a Female Spirit , and make it vigorous. Oh T 
adore thy temper ! 

Mar. I'll inſtantly go to her, and firſt charge her with the fac, then 
upbraid her : for I am reſolved never to let her ref till ſhe deſerts his. 
paſſion. 


And whilſt ſhe ſuffers that baſe Wretch to woo her, 
FI! plot, and counterplot, but I'll undo her. — Exit. 


Rang. T1 am glad I met with her, for of all the perſons I am ac- 
quainted with, ſhe only has enough of the Divil to follow ſuch a bu- 
lineſs cloſely : for ſhe'll never reſt till ſhethas betray'd 'm, which ill 
will further my revenge 3 and I am reſolv'd to enjoy her Siſter, if it 
be but only for the dear pleaſure of boaſting it hereafter. Tll- ſtrait to 
Bubble, and once more infe&t him with my poyſon : Maria is my Pi+ 
lot.” and her being thus ſlighted by Raſhley, will till augment her deſire 
of revenge 3 'tis natural to the SeR. | 


For baulk a Woman once, and love rebate, 
Not alb the Devils ſhall reclaim her hate. Ex. 


Enter Raſtley , Emilias 


Emil. Me: it but carefiilly, you need not doubt the conſequence: 

I have already poſſe my Husband with a belief of our va» 

riance, ang I, know he's coming up, with an. intent to reconcile us. I'll 
not be ſcen z the reſt js your part, carry it but hand(omly, and. Ro 
an] plots 


< v* 


wm The FOND-HOSBAND:'or, 


plots arc fruitleſs. ' Maria'has ſent alſo to ſpeak with him 3 I gutfs the 
us neſs, and Lam accordingly provided, —— But remember you are 
mot tardy. 1, | 
Raſh. Never doubt me, Madam; I am more a Lover than to be 
idle in a bus neſs that fo nearly concerns us : beſides, *tis ſo well con- 
triv'd, and (© cafie to be follow?*d, that:to fail now would demonſtrate 
me as defective in ſence as your Husband is. But what bus*neſs can 
your Siſter have. with you? The Devil and She have been plotting to- 
gether about this Intrigue, | F:1 | 
Emil. Let *«m plot ;: —— I am fo much her Siſter, that my part 
ſhall never be wanting to furniſh the Comedy. I'll go to her ſtrait : in 
the mean time be you ſure to play your part with him. —Hatk-! Thear 
him coming. [ Naiſe within, Exit. 
Raſh Well ! I never thought a Woman till now ſoneceſſaty-a Crea- 
ture: Intrigues are their Maſter- pieces, and as readily they undertake 
*<m as a-Country-Lawyer a bad Cauſe from a half-witted Client : 'twould 
be excellent ſport to hear the two She-Wolves bark one at another : 
but ſince I cannot be there, I'll divert-my ſelf with entertaining the Fool 
her Husband. —— Here he comes ! Now to my ſtudied poſture. "+ 


Enter Bubble. 


Bubb. Why how now, Tom? What, all-a-mort? In verity this is 
Foppery, as Sir Roger ſays. Come, cheer up, cheer up, Man, and hold 
up thy head 3 in troth thou makelt me ſad to ſee the Jook fo like— —— 
ſo like a——— Gammon of -Bacon. There 1 was ſharp upon him:— 
Ha, ha! a good jeſt afaith. | 

* Raſh. Dam him, what a ſimile the Fool has found out ! [ Aſide, 
Sir , it lies not in any mans power to baniſh ſerious thoughts at all 
times :>— Beſides, I have ſome cauſe for my preſent melancholy. 

Bubb. The cauſe *— Come, come, Tom, — I know the cauſe, ha, 
ha.— You thought I warrant to have carried matters fo privately 3 
but if T once go about ſuch a bufineſs, there's neer a man in Chriſten- 
dom (tho' I ſay it) can find out a cauſe ſooner than I. 

** Raſh, You may be wiſtaken in mine, Sir, for all that. 

Bubb. Miſtaken? ha, ha! — IT ſe, Tom, thou knoweſt not what 
*tis to be ingenious: I tell thee once more, I do know the cauſe, the 
very cauſe 3 I, and more then that, the cauſe of that cauſe z3— *Sbud 
there's ne'er an Attorney in the Inns of Court knows more cauſes than 
I do. 

Raſh. T doubt-not bur in the end you'll be brought to confeſs your 
ſelf too poſitive in this particular : but ſince you have ſuch an excellent 
faculty, and imagine your. ſelf '{o well Skill 'd in finding out ſeexets — 
come, what is t? what ist? '. 1 :- 21127 2: 92203 7 3:22b 2d _ 
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Bubb. What is't ? Why, ha, ha, ha!-— My-Wife—- my Wife, Tom, 
and you're faln out, ha, ha, ha ! — have I mumpt you now ifaith ?—= 

Roſr. T muſt gonfeſs you:are im: the right; Sir, | | 

Bubb, O muſt you fo, Sir? What a pox I warrant you thought we- 
Husbands had-no wit but what our Wives lend us-? But I would have 
you to know, Tom, that I am a Leviathan at theſe,matters: to beplain, 
that is as much as to ſay, a: Whalc,—- 

Raſh. I am ſufficiently convinc'd of your excellent judgment, Sir z 
and as I have confelt to you freely the cauſe: of my ſadneſs, to be your 
Wives ill uſage of me, fo F am continually tortur'd to gueſs the rea- 
ſon : for I am confident, Sir, you know I always honour'd her, and 
loy*d her. 

Bubb, Faith ! ſo thou didſt ! I'll ay that for thee 3 and by the Lord 
Harry ſhe ſhall love and: honour thee too , or 1']1 be very ſharp upon 
her 5 Ill pinch her ſeverely faith, for all fhe's my Chicken : nay, if ſhe'll 
be ſtill retractorv, rather then fail thou ſhalt pinch her too, Tow. B 
am not: like your ſurly-burly- waſpiſh-croſs-grain'd Fellows, that fall out 
and. fight about their Wives: *Sbud Il give my friend leave at any. 
time to chaſtiſe my Wife if ſhe don't behave her ſelf civilly. 

Raſh. You ever load me with your kind expreſſions, Dear Friend !— 

Bubb, Dear Dom, Faith thou'rt an honeſt Fellow. [ Embrace... 

Raſh, This ever is the fate of Cuckolds. — | Aſide. 

Bubb, Never doubt ;-— F'll bring you together agen with a ven- 
geance: nay, I can tell you the reaſon of her anger. too, if I thought 
*twere convenient. 

Roſh. Convenient ! Why, Sir, *tis the only thing that conduces to 
my- coritentment- 3 for I have long ſtudied in vain, and could never yet 
ſo much as gueſs at it: Let me beg it of you, Sir 3. come, I'm ſure you 
cannot deny ſo near a Friend. 

Bubb. faith I cannot,---+ that's the truth on't, and thou ſhalt have 
{#,---- Why, you muſt know, Tom, one night (when Iwas examining 
her abut you) ſhe told me very ſeriouſly that the cauſe of her anger 
was, that you promis'd to give her a Squirril that night, and never. 
kept your. word 3 and ſhe loves Squirrils paſſionately. 

Kaſh. Tis true, I confeſs I did promiſe her 3— but as the Devil 
would have it, I was diſappointed utterly of my Squirril that night- 
my (elf; for I got very drunk, and from thence ſprung-this fatal con» 
ſequence | 

Babb, Pugh !—. no matter 3 I'll warrant- thee Pl! bring all about 
again,--=- 

S Raſb, Oh *tis impoſſible 3 ---- I am fure ſhe'll near be broughe to't.. 

Bubb, Nut brought to't? Yes, I'll lay my commands: upon her, and 
Fl have you know ſhe ſhall be brovght to't:-.L'Il lay a Wager IN re- 


concile you both before night,---- | | 
Raſp,. 
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Raſp. Done: any Wager.-=-> | . 
vl What hal it be? | | 
Raſh. Why, Five Guinneys to be ſpent in -a Treat of VenTon and 

Champaine. 

Bubb. Agreed ifaiths 'and wel drink and ſing Tory-Rory. Not 

reconcile'you ! You ſhall be all one .before to morrow-morning,-=- I 

have a ſpell for that I'll do't, I fayz come along, Boy.---- 


Raſs. A petty Friend for pimping we applaud : 
But of all Men a Husband's the beſt Bawd,—- Exit. 


Scene 3. 


Enter Sir Roger, Cordelia, Sneak. 


Svr Rog. Mg You, as being the Niece to Mr. Peregrine, truly 

deſerve the favour I intend you by this Alliance : You 
arc a handſom Woman, and in verity were I a young Man, none ſhou'd 
be more. forward than I for a place in your affection. 1 like your Air 
well; and upon my Faith you have the right way on't. Ah !---Madam, 
I once ſaw the days when ſuch an Eye as yours---- Well, I ſay no more 
on't,---- 'tis for my Nephew now I make addrefles 3 ---- you ſee what 
he is, Madam 3---- His Face is none of the worſt, nor his Perſon I think 
any way defeQive.---- In brief, Madam, I preſent him to you, nor 
ſhall he want an Eſtate to make him worthy. 

Cord. *Tis well he nam'd an Eſtate to Candy over his bitter Pill, 
my ſqueamiſh Stomach would clſe have hardly digeſted it. ---- Lord! 
how he looks? ---- 

Sir Rog: Cob. go 3--- prethee go and make your addreſs to the Lady. 
He's newly come from the Colledge, Madam, and is as the reſt of *em 
arc, a little baſhtul at firſt 3 but by that time Has ſeen a Play or two-=» 

Cord. Me thinks this ſilence becomes him very well, Sir: A Student 
ſhould always be contemplative 3 *tis a great ſign of Learning,---= 

Sir Rog. *Tis a fign he thinks the more : But, Madam, Ladies of 
this Age arc not to be won with Imaginary Courtſhip, *tis the pratick 
part they love; and he that can ſing well, dance well, talk well, rhime 
modiſhly, ſwear decently, and lye confoundedly, —— is certainly the 
happy man, whilſt others paſs unregarded.— 

Cord. I ſee, Sir, you are well skill'd in Modiſh Addreſs; but give 
me leave to tell ye, perhaps few other Ladies are of my humour ;— 
I love words confidcrately ſpoken.- 

Sir Rog. And I too, Faith Madam. Cob, Dee hear that, Cob? — 

Sneak, Ay,ay! *tis a fine Woman, by Jerico, and now I begin to be 
a little in hcart ; I ſhall put up well enough anon, Uncle, —— 

: Sir Rog. 
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Sir Rog, Well aid ! Why now I love thee : And, Madam, as to his 
Tateriour Vertues, 1 dare ſpeak for *em 3 His Wit is hereditary ; Ah! 
his Father, old Sir Jeremy Sneak, had a notable Head-piece, and troth 
Cob comes very near him 3 you'll hnd it, Madam, when he talks with 


Ou. 
, Cord, Your CharaQer of him, Sir, gives me the ſatisfa&ion I ſhould 
receive in his diſcourſe: I imagine him to be one of thoſe that hoord 
up Wit for Plato's great Year, and are very ſhie of uſing their Talent 
. for fear of diminiſhing the value in making it too common, —— 

Sir Rog, In verity, Madam, I always held him ſo,—— Cob ! nn 

Sneak, Ay, Madam, you may ſay of me what you pleaſe 3 I am your 
Slave, — your Vaſſal,-— your Pigg, Madam : But as for Wit, as 
my Nuncle fays, -I think I may compare with another, take the Court- 
Cabal away.—— *Tis a bleſſing thrown upon me : Beſides, mine is 
none of your Wheadling Wits, that cheat for a Livelihood : I am no 
Paraſite, Madam 3 — I am a Scholar, I! 

Sir Rog, In trath he's in the right :—- Did not I tell you, Madam, 
he would ſpeak notably ? Ah, 'tis a Wag, 

Cord, His Diſputes in the Colledge have added extreamly to his 
Rhetorick 3 he ſpeaks with good Emphaſis, and gives a delightful 
period to every Jeſt, of which I ſee he has many. But I would fain 
have the Gentleman ſpeak himſelf, a little talk I am ſure would become 

him. 
' Sir Rog, He ſhall do't, Madam, —— Cob, now's your time 3— 
ſhe's wrought finely.— Madam,— I] take my leave for a minute z— 
I know his temper, Madam ;z-——— he'll ſpeak the better for my ab- 
ſence, —— , Exit, 

Cord. Pray, Sir, what Univerſity was bleſt with your preſence ? 

Sneak, Cambridge, Madam. — - 

* Cord, Will you not be angry if I ask you one Queſtion more ? 
Sneak, O Lord, Angry, Madam? You do not know me. Angry ! 
You miſtake me clearly : We of the Round Cap are not giv'n to't *tis 
your Graduates are the angry people. 

Cord, Pray, what have you learnt at Cambridge ? 

Sneak, Learnt! what a Plaguy Queſtion's that ?— where's my Uncle 
now ? Learnt, Madam ? 

Cord, Yes, Sir, Learnt ! 

Sneak, Why, Madam, 

Cord. Nothing, Sir ! 

Sneak, No,—— but to wear a Daggled Gown, as the reſt do, and 
eat dry Chops of Rotten Mutton : We Fellow-Commoners don't go 
thither to learn z—— Madam, we gv for Diverſion, we, — 

Cord. I thought you had gone to learn the Sciences — 


Sneak, Right, Madam 3 — but not Gentlemen ;” Your green halt- 
e D witted 


I learnt Nothing. 
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witted Pupils, I confeſs, come thicher for ſome ſuch buſineſs 3 that is, 
Madam, your Priggs that would be Parſons. But the Sciences of your 
Perſons of Quality z— Hl give you a deſcription ;—— Hum ?— "Tis 
to Wench immoderately zo—L To be Drunk hourly ;,— To wear their 
Cloaths ſlovenly 3 -—— To abuſe the Proftor damnably ; — And 
ſo be expell'd the Colledge triumphantly :!-- There are (ey*n,— but I 
contented my ſelf with theſe. 

Cord. This is ever found, — Your flie Fool is in his nature more im- 
pudent than the greateſt Profeflors of Debauchery, I muſt ſhife 
him off, —— 


Enter Fumble. 


Fumb. Oh !— here ſhe is z—— and ifack I'll put up to her now EF 
have found her. How doft thou do, Girl? — Hah ! how doſt thou 
do? Give me thy hand, Ah, little Rogue ! Well, I have been 
with my Goldſmith about the Ring I promis'd thee 3 Thou ſhalt have 
it, Bird, thou ſhalt have it.— How now, who is that there ?— 

Sneak, © the Devil !-— Now will the old doting Fellow diſturb us: 
before I have told her half my mind. Who am I, Sir ? Why, Sir, I 
am one that cares as little 

Fumb. Thank you heartily, Sir, ifack 3— T am very well z only cold. 
weather, cold weather. — *Tis Sir Roger's Nephew ! A pretty Fellow,—- 
a very pretty Fellow. 

Sneak, Very well, Sirz wou'd you were very ſick, Sir. *Ounds, I 
muſt bcat this Fellow. - 

- Cord. Here's like to be rare ſport, 
- Sneak, Pray, Old Philofopher. depart in ſilence for fear of further 
damage 3 this Lady and I have bus'neſs. 

Fumb, Tfack, and ſo the is, Sir, very pretty, very pretty, bona file. 
Ah that black o'th' top there ! Well, UV'Il ſay no more. But, ifack, Black 
Hair, Black Eyes, and a Black — ( Gad forgive me, what was I going 
to ſay? ; —Patch or two further Generation more than Tiſſues and 
En hroiderics, 

Sec, Gereration ? O. Lord! was ever ſuch an Impudence? An 
old dotirg impotent Fellow, one that was rotten in his Minority, and 
now has loſt thrce of his five Sences, to talk of Generation ! _ Fam im- 
paticnt : Will + ov begone, Sir? *Sbud I will fo (ſwinge you elſe. 

Cord, Hcol.!, Sir, and pray. forbear this wdenefs 3 1 like his Com- 
pany very well, — 

Sek, How ! like him ? Why, he has Nothing, Madam: A Lady 
can like no Hearing, nc Smelling, no Taſting, no Teeth, no Strength, 
no— nothing I fay tht a man ſhould have? Belides, he's above four- 
Kore 3 and by berng a :callion in his Youth, has-acquir'd to be a Baboon 
Wn his Age, by Jerizo.—+—— *Sbud, like him, quoth a? "IN 
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Fumb. What does the 'Wag fay?: Hah ! What does he fry ? He'''a 
pretty ſpruce Fellow, Madam, and ifack knows a Hawk-from'a'Hand- 
ſaw, as the ſaying is.— But here are thoſe not far off that-ifath know 
as much as he, if that were all ; what think & thou, Bird > 4» they 
not? do they not, Rogue? Well, ftill I ſay that Hair of thine. Ab, 
Raſcal ! | ug 

Cord, T am glad it pleafes yon, Sir. | * - 

Sneak, But, Madam, when ſhall I begin? *Sbud me thinks we loſe 
time. 

Cord, Begin! what, Sir? 

Sneaks. Why, my Courtſhip. Pox of this old chatt'ring Fellow 3 if 
he had not come,T had been out of my pain before now :-—Hark ye,Re- 
verend Sir, *Bud ! what d'ce do peating Teepe? why don't you go and 
chat to your Grand-daughter at home, if you love Women ſo well? — 

Fumb. Hah !— what does the Wag ſay, Madam ? 

X Cord, He fays, Sir, he's extreamly in love with. your Grand+ 
aughter. 

Fumb, My Grand daughter ? and ifack ſhe deſerves it, Madam : 
She's a juicy, ſpritcly Girl; ſhe'll make a Pottle of Water of a Pint of 
Ale z a Chip o the Old Block , bona fide, and ſhall turn het Back: to 
ne'er a one in Chriſtendom of her Inches, I'll ſay that for het. 


Enter Betty. 


Berty. Sir, there's one Mrs. Snare below defires to ſpeak with you; © 
Sneak, Snar?! O Lord, what ſhall I do? how the Devil came ſhe 
to know I was here? Hark, —-prethee, Sweet-heart, tell her T am 
gone: Oh! I would not ſee her for the World. 
Betty. Sir, ſhe ſays ſhe dogg'd you hither, and ſwears and rants yons 
der ſtrangely. dg 
Sneak, O damn'd Quean ! what ſhall T do? F 
Betty. And vows if you come not inſtantly,"ſhe'll go into the Parlor 
to Sir Koger, and diſcover ſomething to him, T know not what but 
I ſaw ſhe was a Big-bellied Woman, and I was loath to diſcourage 
her, Ex. Betty. 
Sneak, Well, well, — tell her Ill comez why how the Devil cou'd 
ſhe get from Cambridge already ? | | ; 
Cord, What's the matter, Sir? Not well ? a "= 
Sneak, Yes, I thank you, Madam, very well, only thinking of a 
little bufincſs I have 3 I muſt about it preſently : Madam, Yotir Servant, 
I'll wait on you ſome other time. T muſt go and pacific this Queap 1 
This comes of Learning the Sciences with a Pox.— Exit Sutths 


F - 
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Cord, Come, Sir, ſhall wegoin? os 
Fumb, Vack,——— and ſo he is, Madam: but the Fett6w has ſore 
D 2 pretty 
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pretty , and will grow better in time : But come, let's go in and 
e Si er. 
Cord. *T was that I askt you. 

Fymb. Hah! doſt like me, fayſt thou, ifack > Pm glad on't. Shall 
we not have a word or two in private, my little Queen of Fairies ? 
We muſt, I ſay, we muſt. Ah Rogue f=m— T'!! warrant thou art 
a Swinger ; ==» But come, let's go.—— Ex. 


Scene 4. 
Emilia's Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Maria aud Emilia ſeverally. 


Emil. Ow for my Talent of Women ! I fee by her looks I ſhall 
have occaſion for it. 

Mar. Siftex ! 

Emil. Siſter ! 

Mar. The natural love I bear you, and my deſire to prevent yous 
growing Infamy, has brought me hither to give you counſel 

Emil. The ſence I have of your ill nature, and my knowledge of the 
little good it will do you, has brought me hither to give you advice. 

Mar. Your Reputation is lowdly branded by all tongues, and I only 
as a Siſter have power to ſpeak indifferently of your Life in hopes of 
your Reformation. 

Emil. Your Malice and unexampled Envy is mortally hated by alt 
people 3 I only as a Siſter retaining ſo much pity as to deſire its utter 
Diſſolution. 

Mar. Why do you eccho me? 

Emil, Why do you queſtion me ? What have I done deſerves it ? 

Mar. Done ! Recolle& your thoughts, and then confeſs 3 for my 
part, ſhame ties up my tongue I dare not ſpeak it. 

Emil. Dare not! Nay, that I am ſure is falſe, you dare ſpeak any 
thing : Come, prethee don't fright me, what is't you mean ? 

Mar. Excellent cunning ! ſhe has fitted me. — | Aſide, 
Why would you ſeem ignorant ? I confcſs to a ſtranger you might be 
cautious of a nice Confeifion : But this artifioe to your Siſter, he, E+ 
mulia. 

Emil. Now Tl lay my life your delign is to wheadle ſomething out 
of me to make your ſelt merry withal. 

Mar. Ravze till ! No, Madam, this is. no ſuch merry matter 5. 
the Tnfamy of a Family is not ſo to be jeſted with. 

| Enul, Infamay ! Nay, then I (ee *tis time to be ſerious.; Come, = 
pre 
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preſs it 3 I ſuppoſe *tis the Invention of your Envy, ſome new ſtratagem 
to affront me with 'T am no ſtranger to your temper. Þ<7 

Mar. This is an impudence beyond a proſtitute : Do I not know you 
are falſe ? . 

Emil. Falſe! How? . 

Mar. Falſe to your Husband 3 Falſe with Raſley : IT need not tell 
you how, you beſt know that. | 

Emil. 1 know you love him! and am ſenſible; of the Intrigues and 
Aſfignations which you have had , which makes your meaning vilible, 
But me thinks this is ſo ſtrange a deſign. 

. Mar. Deſign! What is't ſhe means ? I hope you can tax me with no 
fuch crime with him. oy: | 

Emil. Not 13 *tis not 'my buſineſs; IT have only liberty to gueſs > 
yet indeed your often private meetings were Aa little fuſpitious, and EF 
ſuppoſe your late raillery was only a Tefign z but you might have took 
a better way with your Siſter : I am not ſo talkative. 

Mar. Exquiſite Devil ! Death, I am incens'd beyond alt 
bounds of reaſon : I private with him ! An Intrigue with me ! Fury 
thou know*li 

Emil. 1 do z——— and to exaſperate thy rage, wilt now confeſs all. 
I do love Kaſhley more than I love Fame: Nay, more than you could 
do, could you die for him. But why ſhou'd that offend you ? 

Mar. Oh Confuſion! I am all o'es Fire : Dare you. be fuch a De- 
vil? dare you love him ? 

Emil. Yes; and to vex you more, dare make. you of my counſe} 

Mar. Can I indure this? Oh for a look now of a Baſilisk that Þ 


might kill thee. 
Emil. Thou art worſe. 
Mar. Expe& to find me ſo; for if there be a ſtratagem of Malice in 


all. Hell, ; Fl have it thence : Ah, F'll be a tender Siſter. to thee. 

Emil. As ever Woman yet was. bleſt withal: | 

Mar. Not all the Internals clad in the ſecret darkeſt Robes of Malice; 
did ever watch a Soul they meant to ruine, as E will thee: Thy very 
ſleeps ſhall be diſcover'd to me, and every dream Tl! trace with {o 
much care, that if thou ſcapeſt thou art the wiſer Siſter, and La poor 
unthinking Creature good tur nothing. 

Emil. 1 light thy threats, and dare thee to perſevere.: Manage thy 
hate with ſuch dexterity, the World may wonder at-thee, and. confeſs 
thou hadſt the praQtick pazt of Policy, : Deſign thy plots fo ſubtly, that 
the Devil ſhou'd own himſelf out done in his own Myſtery 3. yet in the: 
Arms of him I love, I'd laugh to ſee my Wit out-do *em. 

Mar, Thy Wit ! thy Wit compaze-with mine, infipid Fool* 

Emil. Yes; and my proſp*rous Fate ſhall mount me far. above thy 
ſhallow Stratagems. | Th 

Mar. Ik 
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Mar. I'll pull chee down. drom —_ —— helght, dad trample 
thee in Aſhes —— : 
is Emil, 'Do, 

Mar. Expe& it. 

Emil. And from that low recels Pl forge A plot. hall! ow thec 
into Air. — | 

T'll make that Devil i in ; thy Env tarkle, #4 55-7 326 4 
"Mar. And if [ fail thee thay I f fk and dat. 'Ex, 


1 on -The Third' ACT. 


Eater Sheak ad —M Snare. 


Sneak. NY prethee, Pegg, have patience..' * 

Snare. Tell not me of patience, Sir, for my part T can ſtay 
no longer} you ſee my-conditions if you will 'confider 5; {6 3- if not, 
Sir Koper ſhall know thatthe abuſt of ſo irmocent:a perſon as I was, de- 
ſerves better ſatisfaction. 

Sneak. Innocent !. *Sbud, he was a Strumpet to the whole 
Colledge before I knew her : Innocent, with a pox 1! 

Snbvr. 'Sir, '"do' not grumble, nor fay'your Devils Pater Nofter to me, 
but give me money4 Fifty Pounds I'demand, which I think is reaſon- 
able enough conſidcring the charge of my journey. 

Sneak, Jon might have ſtaid till I came back agen, I was not run- 
ning away. 

Snare. But I :was, Sir; and ſo might you for any thing'I know : 
Come, come, Sir, I am to be: baffled no'more 3 I am grown older now, 
. make me! 'chankfuli) - | 

Sneak, 'Ay, in impudence, by Jerics the has been ſnapt it ſeems for- 
merly, — but has now learnt cunning. Ah, plague o'.theſe Sciences, 
I. ſay fill |! — Come. wilt thou be civil? wile thou take Twenty 
Pounds? Pox, uſe a little Conſcience in thy dealings 3 thou wilt thrive 
the betrey for” e553" 

Snare." I'll abtiee not a Farthing, Sir 3 Don't tell me-of Conſtience, 

Sneak, ' *Sbad,” wound ſhe were i th* Sca, and a Millſtone- about her 
neck; I muſt give it 3 for if my Uncle comes and ſees her, I am undone, 


i 


Enter Betty. 
Bey, 0 bw Nall wedo? Sir Roger and my Maſter are juſt coming. 


Sneaks 
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Sneak, Oh unhappy minute! if he ſees me Tam 168 for 'ever : No 
hole nor corner to hide us in, my litth: Rogue ? *Sbud here's b Guiney 
for thee do but contrive handſomly. 

Betty, Well, Sir, — I ſee you arc a Gentleman 3 therefore I! hep 
you : this door opens to my Ladies +« hamberz there you may hide your 
ſelves >— and at night when it begins to grow dark, z Il come and lee . 


you out. 
Sneak, With all my heart | Oh Pye an Ague on me. 


Exennt.. 
Enter Ranger and Emilia. 


Rang. Are you till reſolv*d ? 

Emil. Aſſure your (elf I am and fhall be ever: | 

Rang. Give me but hopes, and PII forget all injuries, and*asK& your: 
pardon. 

Emil. Fie, this from a Man of Wit, one that carr plot ſo well * "tis 
impoſſible: what wou'd you have me do? 

Rang. Deſert young R aſbley : Come; T beg thee do it. 

Emil. Not for the World ! Oh Heav*n ! deſert him ! Hove him, Sit 

Rang. Go on then, Devil, and it I:don't plague thee! 


Enter Bubble, Sir Roger, Raſhley, Fumble. 


| Bubb. Now for the Venifon, Tom! 1ou'll ftand to your Bargain ? 

Raſh. Firmly, Sir, win it, and *tis Jour. oo Ha!—— what a De-- 
vil makes K anger here ? 

Sir Rog. Madam, I hope you'll excuſe my hkſt abrnpt departure: my 
nature, Madam, is merry, and in verity carcleſs ſometimes. I have 
not ſince I came to England atchiev'd the Polite Method of — 
and Addreſs; but if blunt Actions, kind Behaviour, and merry Son 
can do it,” I think I have ſhown an example, have I not, old Signi q 

Fumb, Tfack, Sir, and 'tis right, l«t who will ſay the contrary 3- what- 
does he ſay now ? adam, you may believe him, 

= Any. thing, Sir, rathct than put you to the trouble of an A+ 

[Emmil. frowns on Raſhley.. / 

Roh. What think-you now, Sir? do you obſerve her angry Look #”! 
do but'ſte what an Eye of indifnation + caſts upon me # 

Bubb.. Ay, ay, —'I')-put out her” Eyc of indignation preſently z Tl 
fetch her down with her'haughth fooks in a-moment; 'U'll-make her look.” 
as I'd have her,)or Fit = her head inco-a' Padding Bag. 

: Rang. 'Sdeath, how ſhe looks ? here's another plot a hatching. 

Bubb. Witc! I have bravght' hondt"Tom here to be reconcil'd eb. 
thee 5 and to take awa: all matiher' of diftiftes, lis ſays he wil give thee., 
a Sppicxil at any time, woutr"thou' not," Tom # _ 
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Raſh. Sir, and my. heart into the bargain, if ſhe pleaſe to pardon me. 
B&bb. Why, look ye now 5 he's as honeſt a Fellow as lives, I'll ' 
ſay that for him. | 

Emil. Sir, the affront he. offer'd me was ſo contrary to my nature, 
" and his behaviour ſo oppolite to his Duty and Character, that to for- 
give him, wou'd argue my Spirit as mcan as by his late deportment one 
might gueſs his breeding. 

| What ! dare you be refraGtory ? —— Hoh !——— do it, or 
by the Lord Harry I ſhall be very ſharp upon you, that's in ſhort — 

Ranz, Now all the Fiends that dwell beneath the Center, 

And hourly ſtudy deeds ſubtle and horrid, 
To ſooth and ſnare the Souls ye mean to dam, 
In favour of your Commonwealth appear, 
And to' be ſtill more Devilliſh, coppy her. 

Bubb, Still refreQory ? Then thus, I break the Truce, and ſally out 
with my full power. 

Rang. Sir, do you not ſee her artifice ? This is nothing what ſhe 
intends 3 *tis all feign'd, and you are abuſed, by Heav'n: Sir, there's 
nothing of this real. | 

Bubb. Ah ! ' wou'd it were not.. But Ned, thou canſt tajk well, pre- 
thee go and try if thou canſt reconcile 'em 3 Faith I'll do as much for 
thee 3 prethee try. 

Rang. Inſufferable ignorance ! No Brains ! No ſence of feeling ! 
Sir, this is all difſimulation, and to carry on their deſign of abuſing you. 

. Bubb, Why, peace, I ſay, not a word of this 3 *sbud I ſhall loſe my 
Veniſon by this Fools prating, if I leet him alone a little longer. Wife, 
TI command you once more; and inſtantly obey upon this. Summons, or 
I'll turn you away like a Vagabond for contempt of my Government. 
Sir Roger! try you to perſwade her 3 *sbud this Ned here had lik*d to 
have ſpoil'd all ; but what ſays Scopgen #? 

Emil. *Tis hard to force loſt friendſhip to the blood when once 'tis 
baniſht. 

Rang. Had ſhe been bred a Witch ſhe had loft half her Character. 

. Sir Rog. Come, Madam | forget and forgive 3 *tis neceflary your 
. Husband ſhould be obey'd. Mr. KR ſbley, 'T am ſorry to ſee you fo de- 
ſerted by the Ladies you us'd tobe moſt in favour withal. | 

Raſh. Not | : but you weigh my Merits in your own Scale, Sir Roger. 

' Sir Rog. No faith; I am old now 3 but about ſome thirty years ago 
I-could have ſaid ſomething 3 I could have fetcht 'em about with a 
Horſe-pox ifaith 3 I ncver flincht, I was a true Knight- Errant, I. 

Fumb. What is the meaning of all this ? Ifack I cannot gueſs the mats» 
ter:: but mum, 1 muſt not diſcover my falling, 

Emil, Well, Sir, rather than be thought diſobedient I will ſubmit 3 
but Heav*n knows With what an ill will. . - 2s 

#bb, 
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Bxbb., Why ſo, now'all's well, and the Veniſon's mine, —ha, ha, ha — 
I thought I ſhould have it : Faith, Tow, be civil, and kiGs her, '*tis no 


confirmation elſe, ” 
Kang. Oh dam him, dam him ! was ever ſuch a Coxcomb ? 


Raſh, *Tis now about Five at Seven I will not fail ye ; Madam,— 


you have given me new life with this favour, [ Aſides 
Rang. At Seven ? (Good !) Thanks to my Ear for that diſcovery: 
I ſhall go near to ſpoil your aſſgnation. # Aſides 


Bubb. Go now, get you in, and begin a Set at Ombre, and-T'll come 
and make one preſently, By the Lord Harry I am glad they are friends 
with all my hcart. Ex. Sir Roger, Fumble, Kaſhlty, Emilia ſmiling. 


Enter Maria. 


Raug. So Pars ſtole the Wife of Menzlavs, and Troy grew bright wich 
Fire. 

Babb. Hey day! — Troy! why what haſt thou to do with Troy 2 
Ned, prethec let us talk of our own affairs. 

Mar. And wiſely too for your Reputation ſuſpended one hour will 
grow nauſcous 3 the Rabble will ſhout ,at ye, and point their fingers, 
and by your Name you will grow infamous. 


Enter Betty at door, 


Bubb, My Name, Siſter ! what doſt mean ? what name ? 

Mar. A Cuckold : Can you bear it, Sir ? A Cuckold-Buz. 

Bubb. By the Lord Harry 'tis but a ſcurvy Name for a Man of Ho» 
nour, that's the truth on't z but what is't to me ? | 

Rang. Nothing, Sir, nothing only you are the Man, that's all. 

Bubb. That's all, quoth-a ? what a pox does he mean ? 

Mar. Dull Man ! I bluſh to call. ye Brother, that kind name, your 
want of ſence taken from you : Can you fee the guilty Love 'twixe 
R aſhley and your Wife, the melting Touches, and the glancing Eyes ? 
the often Preſfings, Sighs, and kind Careſſes, and all the ſigns of ſhame 
and burning Luſt, and yet be patient? Oh the inlipid dulneſs of a 
Husband! A Husband. . 

Bubb, Raſhley and my Wife !- Piſh, — why, I reconcil'd *em but 
juſt now the has been angry witlr him this week for not giving her-a 
Squirril he promis'd her. | þ:1:24 

Rang. A Squirril? —— Hah ! a very fine preſent that, if you un- 
derſtood all. | 
* Betty. Happy diſcovery ! this ſhall. to my Lady immediately. _| Ex. 

Mor. That anger was defign'd : You are abugs'd 3 and. I that have 
& ſhare in all your ignominy, have now yg prevention. Oh that 

ever 
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ever 1 ſhou'd live to be a Witneſs of this ſhame !  {Weeps.} 
Heav'n knows how I have lov'd her, inſtructed her, and told her the 
Duty of a Wife was to obey and be conſtant; yet all would not do: 
therefore I am reſolv*'d to right my felf and you in the diſcovery 
nor ſhall our race in future times be branded with any Spurious Off- 
ing. 

$774 I could. not be believ'd, I was itmpertinent 3 but if you knew 
what I have ſeen, Sir. 

Bubb. Seen ! why prethee what haft thou ſcen, Ned? - 

Rang. Faith, *twill be no ſecret long, therefore I'll tell you : I have 
ſen her lie in Roſbley's Arms and kiſs him 4 play with his Noſe, and 
cl-p his Cheeks, and laugh till hex whole Frame was ſhook with Titu- 
lation 3 T gueſs, Sir, *twas at you, but will not ſwear it. She'd 
fing, and breathe upon him, and with her Hand locke faft in his, and 

yes with raptuxe gazing on his Face, ſhe*d tell him wanton Storics of 
her love, and of her eahe Husband. He, to requite her, wou'd dif: 
play her Charms, and betwixt every word imprint a Kils to prove his 
amorous Argument. 

Bubb, And you have feen this ? 

Rang. More than this, Sirs I have fſcen (but to tell you is to be 
call'd Impertinent !) fuch things, ſuch monſtrous things. 

Bubb, My Head begins to ake 3 all is not well prethee, N-d, 
out with 'em 3 come, I am thy Friend 3 and *sbud, if I thought any 
thing were done in Hugger Mugger, 

Mar. What would you do then ? 

Bubb. Do! — Why, I'd ask him civilly whether his mcaning were 
pood or no. 

R ans. His meaning ? —— 

Bubb. Ay :— you know 'tis beft to begin mildly, that afterwards, 
f occaſhon be, a man may cut his Throat with gremer afſurance. 

Mar. Starc on your Infamy with Eagle-afpeR } Behold the evidence 
of Shan writ in her Eyes and Actions ! See every Glance, each Touch, 
each kind Embrace 3 and when you have fcen *em in the very fact, 
Band coldly unconcern'd, and ask the meaning. Ah! Curſc upon all 
Julneſs— | 

Rang. Let Raſhley ſiile and point his Fingers at ye, tell you a Story 
of a ©xondam Miftrils, (which is indeed your Wife) how oft he has 
tain with her, and pleaſantly deceived- the eafie Cuckold 3— yot as a 
Prefident of excelent Nature, L cou'd adviſe you fill to ask his mean- 
_ wg, his meaning, —— 

Mar. Watch all his Actions 3 and when ſome kind Genius has, to 
wndeceive you, made you a SpeRtator of Rifblcy, fall of hopes, and all 
wndreft, cntrirg, your Bed with « glad Lovers hafte, fiep in, and pull 
Kim beck; and ask his meaning, his meaning! wil 

p | KUOs 
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. - Babb. My Bcd! :my Bed is my Caltlez and, by the Lord Heorey,' he 
that violates ic but with a look, my Fill ſhall cruſh him inco Muramy. ! 

Rang. So ! now he begins to take hre.— ' f Afrds, 

Bubb. He's a Son of a Whore, a Dog, a Bitch, a Succubus; and if 
I find this true, I'll cut him piece-mea] though he were Sword-prock, 
and had a Witch to his Mother. hy 

Mar. Ay, this is meaning now ! Go on and proſper. + wal 

R ang. Theſe words diſplay a reviv'd ſence of Honour, nor ſhall you 
want encouragement to forward it and ſince I fee your Eyes and Un= 
derſtanding are open'd, I, as your Friend, will give this ſecret to you+ 
*Twas my good fortune to hear an Ailignation appointed between %em 
this night at ſeven a Clock 3 I gueſs *tis now very near the hour 3 you 
have a Key to the Chamber, go thither at the time appointed, and then 
never traſt your Fricnd it you find her not the falſeft of Women. 

Bubb, If I do, I'll make: her the uglieſt in Chriſtendom : for I'll cut 
off her Noſe, and ſend her to the Devil for a New-Ycars-Gife. 

Mar, Here ſhe comes, we muſt not be ſeen, *tewill ſpoil all : tatk of 
going abroad, and carry it handſomly, for fear ſhe miſtruſts. 

Bubb, But where ſhall we meet ? 

Kang. At my lodging it the Strand, about half an hour henee. 

E xewunt. 
Enter Emilia. 


Emil. What, ſtudying, my Dear ? Come, come, indzed you muſt 
not be ſo thoughtful : Did you not promiſe to come and make one at 
Ombre. 

Bubb. Now if I might be hang'd, cannot I ſpeak an angry word, 
no: I wont play, I am bukte, Iam going abroad for twoor three 
hours. — Farewel. Ex# 

Emil. *Tis ſo our Intrigue to night is diſcover'd to him, I find b 
bis aRions 3 the Infernal Collegues, Ranger and Maris, have been pol- 
ſcfing him with ſome ſtrange reſolutions : | But fince *tis but what I 
expectcd, it gives me the leſs trouble, and *tis *-n to one but I haves 
Counterplot left that ſhall undo their policies, © . 'the Devil made one 
in the Invention, Did you meet my Husband ? 


Exter Raſhley. 

Roſh. Yes, but in a ſtrange humour : He lookt with ſodull an aſpe&; 
and return*d my ſalute ſo coldly, and fo far from his uſual manner, that 
I more than half fear ——— our Intrigue is diſcover'd. 

Emil. Without doubt it is : — They have plaid their parts to diſco» 
ver, and it now bclongs to us to ſtudy ro repel. Come, furmmon'your 
Wits together,and adviſe what's tobe done in {ſo Critical « ConjunQure $ 
you had a contiiving Genius once. f = 

E 2 Raſh. 
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Raſh, Ay, *tis true, Madam, I had once : but this damn'd Cham- 
paigne has ſo dull'd it, that Igad *tis now worth lietle or nothing: 
Madam, you know my Talent in plot s infignificant 3 but if a 'Ran- 
counter, or cutting Raxger's Throat may do the bus*neſs, I'll thruſt my 
hand as far as any man. T1! ſpoil his plotting by Heav*n, ſay you but 
the word. | 

Emil. No! fighting wil do in any other bus*ncfs better than this : 
for-in ſtead of defending, it blaſts my reputation. 

Raſh. The Devil take me, if I had not like to have forgot that too: 
well, I am a dull Rogue, Madam, that's the truth on't.. 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Oh Madam, you arc betray*'d! Mr. Ranger, by what means 
Heav*n knows, has bcen inform'd of your Afſfignation, I accidentally 
overheard him telling ic to my Maſter, and Madam Maria coming, in; 
ſeconded his Story wich an extravagant fury 3 and in conclufion *twas 
defign*d that he ſhould pretend bukineſs abroad, but privately return 
home and ſurprize ye. , : 

Emil. 'Tis as I imagin'd, and I am glad of this caution : Now we 
may take breath agen. 

Raſo. Gad and foam I. But is there no way to keep on the 
plot, and deceive 'em ſtil] ?—— 

Emil. *'Tis in my head, and wilt have birth preſently. 
you have Sxeak ill faſt in my Chamber? 

Betty. Yes, Madam, he's ſecurcly lockt in, and here's the Key. 

Emil. Follow me then, and do as I directed you: In the mean 
time, Sir, go you to your Chamber, and put on your Gown and Night- 
Cap as if you had been in Bed 3; and when you hear me ftamp, come 
gut, and wonder: Let me alone for the reſt, — Il plague *em with an 
after-plot. Away, the minure's near. — Ex. Emil. and Betty. 
; Raſh. What ſhe intends I know not, but am certain of the fucccls by 
the aſſurance ſhe docg3s with, - Hah ! *Tis a rare Creature, and by 
Heav*®n is MiGriſs of Je fweeteft Nature, and nobleſt Truſt, and molt 
ſubſtantial good Engliſh Principles of any Woman in Exrope. Well, — 
if Cuckolding be a Crime, 'tis the ſweeteſt Crime in Chriſtendom, 
and has certainly the moſt PxaQtiſers. But Ict that paſs; now to my. 
Gown and Night-Cap. p Exit. 


Betty, 


Enter Sir Roger, Fumble, Cordelia, and Servant. 


Sir Rog. *Sdeath ! I have had confounded Juck to night z —— not 

2 good. chance fince 1. begun + nor no Mirth ncither, there's the plague 
on't, —— Had I had the hiberty to have ſung' two. or. _ __ 
atches, 
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Catches, and have loſt my Money with a Trolly Lolly — Lo, — it 
had been nothing —— Here,;——- Bey — where's Cob, call hin 
hither quickly, and let us.go, 

Servant. Six.! I have not ſcen him theſe two hours 5 I believe he's 
gone home. | 
We Rog. How * what without taking leavg of his Mifiſs? ? "tis im» 

ible, 

Fumb. Sir Haw. you are diſturb'd me thinks what is the matter? ? 
Hah ! your behaviour ſcems to publiſh that  —— 

Sir Rog. No great matter, Sir : Pox 0} "chis old Fool. 

Cord. Sis, it ill becomes a perſon of your gravity to be angry on (© 
ſmall an occafion, —— 

Sir Rog., Small! By Heav'n,, Madam,-— ?tis a matter of moment : 
What, run away without taking leave? In verity 'tis barbarous, and 
derogates from his Birth and Brecging's no can I, though his Kinſman, 
excuſe 

Fumb. What does Sir Roger ſay, Madam}? does he rally. Ha ! he's 
a merry Man, and a good Fellow, and ifack I love mirth : for my. part 
I hate your drowſie, infpid, fegmatick Felts that, leep over. a 
Glaſs, and talk of nothing, . but State-Politicks.: But Sir Roger is 
a man for the purpoſe, a merry jolly-man, He. 

Sir Rog. Sir, you may ſpare your Eommendations for them that de» 
light in 'em. What an impertinent old Fellow 'tis ?-—— Pray, Sir, na 
more of this, I am not pleaſcd with it.,— 

Fumb, Your Song, of Sir Thomas Fairfax, and the reſt of the brays 
old Fellows, was very fine, Sir Roger, Well! Pl not be poſitive, 
but” there was certainly a great deal of Judgment and ſheer Wit in ſome 
ot- thoſe Rump-Son . 

Sir Rog. 'Sdeath! this is the moſt inſufferable- old Fellow : Pox, tell 
not me of Rump Songs: Sir in Verity, wou'd: you had been hang'd 

yp. in. ſicag. of the Rowp, —— that I might, have been, free from the 
noiſe. But, Madam, as I was faying,—— upon my Honour I 
Bcver, knew, Cob,in ſuch an cxrrour. 

Fumb. Then, Sir Roger, Chevy-Chace, and the Hunting of the Hare, 
is finely penn d'+ finely penn'd! lfack it was 

Sir Rog. Oh the Devil, is there no riddance of this Clack? becauſe 
he can. hear nothing, he wou d.ſpeak all. 

Fanb, Ay, fo it was, Sir, ſo it was. —— But Ifack that Hunting 
was molexcelently contriy 4: Ah ! he makes:the Dogs ſpeak notably, 
a may the Hare repartees agen very well for an Animal of her Mag» 

Ritpde, —— 

 Sir-Rog., *Shud. T ſhall grow as deaf as he if I. ſtay longer : I muſt 
go (eek my Nephew: - Come, Madarn, lets go away. and leave him, 


1 am ſure lus Eyes arc dctcCive.he. cann/t mifs:us preſently, —_ 
u 


>> The FOND-HUSBAND ''Þ&, 


* Famb. ſlw. And tho fome petulant;'ſnfignificant; add Wifeſfeat 
perſons have” raisd Caturmnies by catting- it Doggie! and'Fuſtian, Reg 
ſuch like.z ,yet Tfack the thing is really a witty, facetious,/ 'f nay, and as 
Fome” think) 'a Moral Satyr-1 for mark me,” Sir-Royer, ard Madam pray 

ive your attention, for the Dogs were Hierog|yphick-CharaRers of 

anaticks, as the Hare was of the Quakers, and ifack T have oftcn 
heard the Siſters {ing it in ſtead of an Hymn or an Anthem, for the 
Converſion of Unbelievers'y and nay;and-a&igreater rarity T have heard 
it a&ed to the life berwixr & Dog- anatick and a Conny-Qunaker.-< 
But ifack, —— T-think yoh mind: me not.—— HA, Sir Roger, —— 
Madam, —— Sir Roger, Madam, —— what, a vacuity ? —- Gone ? 
well. | 7 _ ? [Pls owt Spettacles, 
11! after, and redeem all; but $94; \this was & little uncivil.” + 'Exit, 


Enter Ranger, Betty with a Candle ſors it oh the Table; 


Betty. Come, * Sir, and With alittle noiſe as you ean for fear of: dil- 
covery. I ſweat were you tot a man; 'to Whorh I am ſcrifibly oblig'd, 
I ſhould not be drawn to-this infidelity. - © | ae? 

Rang.” I will rewatfd hy care 4” are they together ? 

Betty. Yes, Sir, in that Room therc. Pointing t4 the Title door, 

R#np. Take this, and begone,' I have no further ſervice for thee, gnd 
FT would have her ignorant that this is thy diſcovery: Away.— | 

Betty., The diſcovery will add little to your' content : but fince 1 
have the profit, I care not: [ Afide.] "Exit, 


: | © © Finer Bubble end Maria. ' 


Bubb. Ned? what ſays ſhe? are they met? 
Rang. Securely, and with a great deal of content, they arc in that 
Room in the dark, ( met !)' Ah, Sir! they are both better- praQis'd 
chan'ever to be tardy in a Love-Intrigue. AM ———." 
Mar. Now I thipk I have trapt her tincly. <—<—'Olr my Toy !— 
I ſhall not be able ro contain my (clf. '+ -"FAfide, 
| Bubb. A Man of Wit 'and Honour thus abuſed!” Tis horrible ! A 
. Cuckold ! *Sbud, *tis a worſe Name than a Conjurer, — and-has more 
of the Devil in't ; — but I'll be fo reveng'd, the World '(hall tremble 
at it : T1'1! firft cut off her Hair, to affront her Farnily 3! then the want 
of 2 Noſe ſhall proclaim her Bawd, and the Penny-Pot-Poers ſhall make 
Ballads on her.-—— | +2 - > Exit, 
Rang. So! this thrives as I would have it, and we have ſnapt 'erri 
Anely inthe nick ! juſt when the Intrigue was at its beſt perfeRion ! 
Oh Revenge ! — As 17 
' Mar. Ha, ha, ha ! Nay, and at ach a time when all/help is'dtny'd 
| : '©m 3 
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%m > when. her Bluſhes,) Sighs:and Entreatics are'all fruitleG.3- when 
her exaſpcrated Husband's rage flows highy/ and belt of all when Kaſh- 
key is detencelels. .O' Wit & I love thee for this Stratagem ! 
Rang. She dar'd ns to perſevere 3 flighted our plots, and hail: the ” 
us oi to make deſcriptions; 'of her kind Tnerigue RN bs Hus- 
bands face, then laught At US. 21 
Mar. *Tis pad of r time 3 Ha, ha, ha! 1 thought I —_ noe FI 
' Kang, No + and. this happy Minute biings me more perfc pleaſure, 
and moxe \txue delight, than priftine Ages: For ſb<'s one whom Hel} 
deſign'd for its chi Inſtrumear 3- She will out-lye a Syrcn, cheat the 
Devil, and dam more Souls to further ber Iritrigue than Cbaron's Boat 
has room. for z..yet I owp alkibd af Murigrel love, and mult enjoy her 


tho' Legions were her gone. DEW ' | 4fide« 
Mar. Hark !—— | 1,04 fortih, within. 


He's as good as his word ; Now I hope Fe own | his Siſters Wit above 
her, — Well !-— this was rarely plotted, — 

Rang. By Heav'n it was,— and fit to be Chronicled, Madatn : —— 
Your Wit furpaſſes humane thought , and thou'd be ſpoken of with: 
wonder: You plot with fuch afſurance, :that——— 


Ewe Emilia. 


Hell! Death ! and Confufton ! Can I believe.my Eyes * Shee here t 

Mar. 1 am confounded , and have loſt my ſences. Sure, Sir, we 
dream : Are we awake, think you? : 

Emil. No! nor thall never wake when Idefign to raiſe my Witabove 
the poor weak Creatures. I could laugh now, but I (wear I pity ye. 
Wear out your tedious Nights in dull defign , "and then i'th' Morning 
hatch the Abortive Brood which ere Night turns to nothing 3 ſlender 
Encouragement, Hcav'n knows, for Wit : And you, Sir, plot and ſweat, 
and plot agen for Mogo-fliine /in the Water 7 Foor.ceward, Sir, .for.one 
fo well skill'd in Intrigue as you are ! — 

M :r. Oh that I had thy heart heze. in my Hand! How pleaſant were 
the Diet ? Fate and Death ! was ever ſuch a. Devil ? 

No! never ! Therefore hnce'thou arc a Devil, 'as F now am» 
fure thou art, have mercv on me, and do noritake: / + i! 1 FiKmeelss 
my Sout for my firft Crime, —++and FT witt ploc no more.* Fhou art 
my ——_—— Fl —_—— thees m—__ wy Devil, do not. kurt'mes 


» ESdrnilihy within, 


Emer Bubble dragging i in Soave | ) N 
ord 


mpet ! Whore ! Witch! ly)! ſpoil your Curls by the. 


Harry, no. Te | my Wiſe 3+» and ſhre cthat-k huve beaten a Rniget-— 
nares 


32 The FOND-HUSBAND: or, 


| 'Snare, Oh Heav'n! was ever poor finnner ſo abuſed ?— Weepr. 

Bubb, Madam, I beg your pardon, { Bubb. Loks amazedly at his 
and am aſham'd ot | my fault Wife,then at Snare, "ih at 8 
but I'll make you amends preſently. Hoch of black hair in bis hand, 

Kang. Well, nothing but the greateſt Devil could have brought this 
Woman hither for this Intrigue, and therefore once more I acknowledge 
thy power — | {To Emilia | kneeling. 

Bubb. Ay ! you had need: ask her pardon 3/ tis you have betray 'd us. 
Chicken ! dcar Chicken, don't frown ſo: --— I confeſs TI was a 
Fool ;— but forgive me but this once, and if' ever 1 offend agen, I'll 
give thee leave to Cuckold me- indeed. 

Emil. Indeed, Sir, your jealonke tis a little ſevere, 1 wonder what I 
bave-done to deſerve it. . 

.\ Bubd, Nothing, I know thou haſt not ; prethee forgive me. 

'Emil. But to be difturb'd thus when I was at my Devotion. 

Bubb. Prethee forget it : Come, —_ you may come out now, here's 
reone-but Friends, .. 

{''Emil. Who doyon mean, 'Sir ? + |; [Sromprioith her foot, 

Bubb. Tom Raſhleyt——+— Poor Ecllow, I warrant row he'll be fo 
bafhful. 

R ang. So, that's ſomething yet, and I'll feech him out or bleed for*t.— 

Ex, 


Enter Raſhlcy at on other fete. 


| Emil. Look, yonder he is! 
Mar, T find it now, -— and this'is all aeſign' d: O Devil! Deyil! 


Enter Sir RE after Retliley. 


-Sir Rog. What's the matter, Mr. Raſbley ? what's the' watter. 
2. Bubb. Raſhley hexe? Hey day! Y who ' the Devil i is that yonder then ? 


— > _— 


"Eatter Ravger dragging out Sneak. 


r- Rang. "Sy Sie, appear 3 I-find you are now no Herealer. Hah !-. 
Dtath more Miracles; Sneak! 

7-iSirRag. *Sdcath, my 5 ob! ——-and taken with a Wench: why how 
now. :Sirgh?: © | 

,-Emil.- Now it works to my wiſh : prethee obſerve how they look. 

Raſh. Huſh, — I do. 

Sneak, © Lord, Uncle, your mercy 3 —— I was betray'd, ſeduc'd, 
as a man may ſay. — Go, g0,— begone, PII {peak with you to mor- 
HOW —— {To Snare, 
I ſay, Uncle, I was feduc'd, chowſed, cheated, | 
Sir Rog. 
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Sir Rog, Catcht with a Wench ?— Come, Sir, I'll talk with you. — 
Oh diſgrace to the Family. With a Wench? a lewd Wench ? 
Come along, Sir z—— I 11 watch you henceforth. — Ex, Sir Rog. Sneak. 

Raſh. Ha, ha ! Why, here has been a great deal of Intrigue to night 
I ſee, Ha; Sir ?! — I am ſorry now I went to Bed ſo ſoon :— But T have 
been in the ſweeteſt Dream yonder, — [ Gapes, 

Bubb, Here has introth been a great deal of Intrigue, as thou fayſi, 
Tom : But no matter z now all's well: And ſince it has happen'd fo 
well, a Day of Jubilee ſhall Crown it. To morrow is my Wedding- 
Day , and in memory of that happy hour that conjoined me and my 
ſweet Chicken there together, 'we Il have a Feaſt ;—<— and P11 fing, 
and roar, and drink cum privitegio. Go, wait on her in, Tom :. -— —. 
Chicken, remember we are Friendsz Go, —— I'll be with you pre- 
ſently,—— [ Ex. Raſhley bowing ſcornfully to Ranger aud Maria. 

Raug. Never was ſuch a day, nor ſuch a deed, 

Bubb. Ned! let me have no more of your doubts nor counſels. 
D'ce hear! 'Sbud, I ſay once more my Wife is the honeſteſt Woman 
in Chriſtendom, and you ſhall hear from me. Ex. Bubble, 

Mar, Was ever the like known ? 

Kaug. Never fince Adam ; but ſhe was a Devil before the Creation, 

Mar. Il! not give over thus, <— 

Rang. Nor I. 

Mar. Your hand on't — 

Rang. Here ! and = all the Demons that have pow'r 

In ſubtle plots help now, tho? never more. 


Mar. T'll die but I'll perform it. 


My Slights ſhall with Immortal Wit be wrought : 
And'all my Sences {hall convert to Thought. Ex. Ambe, 


The Fourth ACT. 


Enter Sir Roger and Sneak. 


Sir Rog. CHEM haunt me no more, I know thee not. 
Sneak, Nay, Uncle. 
Sir Rog. Go to your Wench, and.Jet her entertain yous then toc 
Sir Feremy's Mannor-houſe at home with Baſtards,— Birds of night, 
and teach *em all to know their Father when you ha' done, — 


Sneak, Good Uncle, let me ſpeak, — 
F . Sir Rog, 
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Sir Rog. No place to bring your Cattel to but thither , under your- 
Miſtrifſes Noſe, thou moſt notorious Afs ? Mercy o' me, what will this 
World come to? who could imagine that Sheeps Face of thine; that 
Mouth, whence ne'er came any thing that had fence 3 that Perſon that 
has as oft been thought a Puritan as thou haſt been a Fool ? Then that 
hanging Dog-look. Fl ſay no more, but the Devil is ſubtle. 

Sneak, Uncle, you know *tis an old ſaying, We cannot appoint our 
own Deſtinies 3 nor did I foreſee this: befides, Sir, if you knew her 
as well as I do, you'd find the Woman has ſome parts that are not 
contemptible.— *Sbud, I know what's what; I am not ſuch a Fool. 

Sir Rog. Not fuch a Fool! In verity if thou wert but a grain nearer- 
to a Natural, 1'd beg thee of the King, and adopt another to inheric 
thy Eftate, Not fuch a Fool ! 

Sneak, No, fo I fay, Sir, fince you go to that: Whoop ! what a Pox 
you have forgot ſince you were young your ſelf? 

S#'Rog. T' young ! why, Sir, I hope got no Baſtards. 

Sneak, No: — But you kept Whores that you did, and that's all 
one, bona fide. 

Sir Rog. This Rogue has heard all; I muſt ſtop his mouth. How, 
Sirrah, r kept Whores ? ' 

Sneak. Ft has becn thought ſo, Sir, fince you goto that : Nay, *tis no 
fich Miracle now adays 3 there's many an old Badger about Town 
does the like 3 *tis grown a cuſtom now. 

Sir Rog. But *tis not ſo cuſtomary with your Uncle, Sir : but come, 
Pfay expreſs your felf z what Women do the infamous World lay to my 
charge ? 

DBA What Women ! *Bud are you ignorant? Hum, Nan, Pegg, 
Toan of the Dairy, Sara, Fenny, Dorothy, Mary, Bridget, 

Sir Rog, Hold !' hold, I ſayz Sdcath hell reckon-the whole Country 
preſeatly: TI muſt quiet him, the Rogue has me upon the hip 3 Harkee, 
Cob, 

Sneak Then the Parſons Wife, Sir, and the old Hoſteſs at the Towns- 
end : You ſee the Fool has a good memory. 

Sir Rog. A waggiſh one I ſee thou haſt: Ha, if thou could*ſt re- 
member Law-Cafes as well, thou wouldſt be a brave Fellow. Why, 
Cob, thou think'ſt thou haſt paid me off now, doſt not ? 

Sneak, 1 know not, if my Wit flow too falt, Sir, | cannot help it > 
*tis a good' that's thrown upon me, *tis not my ſeeking : *tis true, I 
Have an unhappy way with me ſometimes, but *tis over preſently, it 
never laſts long, that's one comfort. 

Sir Rog. In verity I ſee thou haſt Wit, and now T'll cheriſh it. Why, 
Cob, my inftruQion is for thy good, Child, what will thy Miſiriſs think 
when ſhehears of it ?— Come, come, in verity, Cob, *twas ill done, 
"twas ifaith, — But mum, no more words. on*t, I'll make all _—_ 

| | neak, 
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Sneak. So, ſo, T have brought him about finely 3 *Sbud IT did not 

think 1 had ſo much Wit, but I ſee a man may be miſtaken in his own 
arts. : 

E Sir Rog. But d'ee hear, Cob, not a word more of theſe Wenches, 
let the fooliſh World ſay what jt will. — Thou art a good Boy in ve- 
rity, I like thy Wit well : Thou know'ſ I have no Heir, and when I 
die, Cob, I will not ſay Il give thee any thing, left I ſhould make thee 
proud 3 but expe, expe wonders may fall, who knows? 

Sneak, By Ferico TI would not have ſpoke on*t now, but that I had 
nothing elſe to ſay , and you know 'tis a diſgrace to a Scholar to be fi- 
lent in company. 

Sir Rog. *Tis no matter, *tis no. matter : prethee how cam'ſt thou to 
know that Pegg and I were ſo intimate ? | 

Sneak, Ah, you'll be angry if I ſhou'd tell you. : 

Sir Rog. In verity not I: — Angry ?— Come, come, out with it, 
Cob, out with't. 

Sneak, Why, the truth is, I lay with her one night, and the Quean 
told me all. 

Sir Rog. Didſt thou! God a mercy. (Dam him ! what a Snake have 
I foſter'd ?) Done like a Cock o'th* Game in verity. Ah, when I was 
of thy years I cou'd have done as much my elf. 

Sxeak, Yes, ſhe told me you had done as much : but mum, Sir, not 
a word more, I know my Kew. ' 

Sir Rog. 'Sdeath, I ſhall be a by-word to th' Town. — How now? 


” 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Sir Roger, T was juſt coming to your Houſe for you 3 my Ma» 
ſter deſires yours and Mr. Sneak's company immediately. 

Sir Rog. What, the Solemnity holds? this is his Weddifig- Day ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. , 


Sir Rog. Tell him I am coming, —— Ex. Servant. 
Come, Cob, let us go 3 and mum, d'ee hear? you underſtand me? 
Sneak, 1 warrant you, Sir, —— Exeunt, 
Scene 2. 


Bubble, Emilia, Maria, Raſhley, Ranger, Cordelia, 
Fumble ſitting at a Table, 


__ come, another Bumper about 3 my Chickens Health 3 
| Here, I am not wet through yet 3 Tom, what ſayſt thou > 
Raſh, With all my heart, Sir ! Oh here comes Six Roger and his Ne- 


PRE. Fa Enter 
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Enter Sir Roger and Sneak. 


Sir Rog. Mr. Bubble and Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant. 

Bubb. Yours, good Sir Roger ; I am glad to ſee you ifaith ; and you; 
ſweet Mr. Sneak, Well, Faith, Sir Roger, we have been Bumping it 
about here, we have becn dipt, as the faying is : Tom Kaſhley, ſend it 
round 3 come, Sir Roger's a Frcſhman, he*ll drink an Occan. 

Raſh. Fill eycry Van's Glaſs there: Nr. Ranger, you want it, *tis 
Madam Emili2*s health. 

Rang. I'll do you reaſon, Sir z— | [ All drink, 
And ten to one but I have a ſtratagem ſhall daſh this mirth., [ Aſide. 
Are they ready ? 

Mir. Huſh ! we are obſerv'd ; they are— 

Bubb. So, ſo! Come, now the Song, and then the Dance. Look ye, 
Gentlemen, you muſt know - | 

Fumb. Come, come, Mr. Bubble, let's have tother Soop, I ſay ifack 
we looſe time. Ah Sirrah, are you there? Gad I'll be with you pre- 
ſently ; duſt it about once more, I ſay; the Wine has a pretty ſmack 
with't,—— it cheriſhes, I like it well : come, another Soop, and then 
do what you will. 

B»bb. Fill Wine there !'-— Gentlemen, (as I was ſaying) I got this 
Song made purpoſtly, 'tis in praiſe of Marriage, and there was not one 
ready made of 'em ia Town 3 I fearcht it all over. 

Kang. Were you at the Poets Lodging ? 

Bubb, Yes, but they had none 4 for they told me 'twas a Song, would 
not take : bclides, they were ſo bulkie getting Plays up for the next 
Term, that F could hardly get one made.. 

Sir Rog. Sir, you needed not have troubled 'em 3 you once had a very 
gond Vein that way your felt. — 

Bubb, Yes, I was mightily given to rapture and flame once : I writ 
Tom F arthing :— 1 had a hand too in Colly my Corr, a Song, that took 
well -I can afſurce you: but this is of another kind in praiſe of marriage, 
Sir 3 and they told me the Town lov'd nothing but Satyrs againſt Mar- 
riage, and the reaſon was becauſe they were affraid of being Cuckold- 
cd: — When, alas, poor filly Rogues, there's no ſuch thing in Nature. 

Rang. Well, of all ſtupid Animals a drowſie Husband is the moſt 
notorious :--— but I ſhall change your note preſently I doubt nor, 
Sir, ——— f Aſide, 

Bubb, You ſhall hear, Gentlemen: Hey , the Song there and the 
Dance ? 


SONG. 
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Naler the Branches of a ſpreading Tree, 
Silvander ſate, from care and danger free, 

And his — roving humour ſhows 
To his dear Nymph, that ſung of Marriage-Vows : 
But ſhe with flowing Graces charming Air, 

Cry d, Fie, fie, my Dear, give ver, 

Ah, tempt the gods no more ! 
But thy offence with penitence repair : 
For though Vice in a Beaity ſeem ſweet in thy Arms, 
An Innocent Virtue has _ 2ys more Charms. 


2, 


Ah Phillidal!' the angry Swain reply'd, 

Is not a Miſtriſs better than a Bride 2 

What Man that —_— Toke retains, 

But: mects an hour "oſs and curſe his chains ? 

She ſmiling cry'd, Change, change that impiows Mind ; 
Without it we could prove not half the Joys of Love, 
"Tis Marriage makes the feeling Joys Divine : 

For all our Life long we from ſcandal remove; 


And at laſt fail the Trophies of Honour and Love. 


Bubb, Well ſung ifaith : Look'ce, Gentlemen.js it not as I tuld you ? 
Sir Rog. In verity very well, very well, Sir. 
Babb, Come, now the Dance, ——— Dance, 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Letter for you 3..it was Icft by a Porter, who-faid 


it requir'd no anſwer, and. is gone. 
R ang. So, now for a change of Countenance.— I think this will do, 
Mar. It not, I've writ a Letter that will ; but let's obſerve, — 


A DANCE. 


Bnbb, What the Devil has this Fellow- given me here? A' Letter ? 
Pray Heaw'n it be no- challenge. How ?— What's here ? - 


Reads, 
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\Rexds. Sir, That you ate Þlind, I b#v& h:ard; that you are a Foal, I 
know ;, and that you are a Cuckold , I believe. — However, 
as a Friend, tho' unknown, I am bound in Conſcience to give 
you this Information 3 Tour Wife it falſe, Tou are abus*'d 1 The 
Author of your wrong you know as well as your ſelf, if you know 
your ſelf as well as you knew Raſhley. | 


Oh Heav*n ! was ever ſuch fate ? — But huſh, I'll ſmother my re- 
ſentment till they are gone. ——:Come, Sir Roger and Gentlemen, there's 
a Tongue in the next Room, pray go and eat 3 — I'll be with you 
preſently, — Ex, all but Bubble, Ranger and Maria. 

Rang. So, 1 ſee by this bchaviour it takes, and I'll away, leſt he ſhould 
ſuſpe&t me.— Now-for my t'other plot. | Exit. 

Bubb, © Sitter, here's a new diſcovery 3 the Devil is come abroad 
agen» 

5A How ? the Devil? 

Bubb. Ay, in the likeneſs of a Letter : Here, prethee read it 'tis 
his Character ; I am ſure it looks as if 'twere writ with a Cloyen Hoof, 
—— Hah ! what think*ſt thou ? 

Mar. Sir, he calls you Fool here. 

Bubb. Ay, he's a little nncivil, that's the trath on't : but what's to 
be done, Siſter ? 

Mar, A Cuckold too. 

Bubb. Ay; waxcyer ſuch an impudence ? 

Mar. I never heard of any : but *tis no more, Sir, than I expccd ; 
Alas! *tis nothing to be a Cuckold now. 

Bubb. Oh unfortunate eſtate of Marriage ! by the Lord Harry, if this 
be true, I have prais'd it to fine purpoſe. But, Siſter, thou wert wont 
to be kind 3 prethee adviſe me. | | 

Mar. *Tis to no purpoſe, Sir, you know I am envious, 'my words 
have double meaning : I did my Siſtcr wrong in my laſt Story, pray 
Ict me offend no more. 

Bubb. Well, I confeſs 1 was to blame ; but who the Devil cou'd have 
miltruſted her when the plot was carried ſo hanTomly ? 

Mar, Oh you will find, Sir, ſhe has ſtill more plots, and I find you 
ſo credulous and ſo wedded to your infamy, that for my part IT am 
afraid to have any thing to do with it. 

Bubb. HAclp mc but this once, and if I fail thee agen, may I be 
prov'd a Cuckold to the whole County, and my Caſe try'd in Weſt- 
minſt er-1 ill. 

Mar,\Wcl ! once rrore then T'll aſi you, and to confirm what that 
Lettcr has inform'd, ———- know, Eir, ſhe is falſe 3 and tho' ſhe fruſtra- 
£cd our laſt plot by her Waiting-Womans means , ſhe certainly met 

R aſhley 
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R aſhley that pight, —— TI am glad you credit 4 Scrangers Letter 3 for 
my part I love her ſo well, I ſhould have hardly caus'd a ſccond breach 
between ye elſe: but Gnee *tis out, and you defire my afliftince, fol. 
low mc, and exe night I doubt not but to give you ſufficient proof of 
your misfortune 

Bubb. With all my heart, dear Siſter..— *Sbud, a Cuckold ?———- 
'Tis impoſliblc, I ha* no Cuckolds face'ymow— but I'll be refolv'd im- 
mediately.— [ Exeunt,. 


Exter Ranger and Governeſs. 


R ang. Do this, thou ſhale command me. 

Gov. In truth, Sir; 1 am afraid *twill be difcover'd, and I would not: 
have my Lady know it 'or the World. 

Kang. I ſwear ſhe never ſhall. What, doſt thou doubt me ? Beſides, 
I'll be fo grateful to thee , thou ſhalt never have cauſe to repent this 
Courtche,—— 

Gov. Sir, you know you always might command me in any reafon- 
able thing: pray ſpeak-.it agen, Sir, what wou'd you have me do ? 

Rang, Why only plant me in or near her Chamber for'a deſign I 
have, ſhe ſhall be ignorant why, —— or by what means I got thither 3 - 
ll Rill be careful of thy reputation: Come, take this Purſe, and pre-- 
thee do it willingly. 

Gov, Well, Sir, what you mean I know not 3 but Heav'n direct all 
tor the beſt: I can deny you nothing, Sirz 1 lic in a Cloſſet that joins 
to her Chamber, where you may both over-hear and ſpeak to her. — 

Rang. That above all things! prethee let's go. 

Gov. But for Heav'ns (ſake take care ſhe knows not that I brought 
ye thicher 3 I would not be ſeen in ſach a buſinefs for the World. 

Rang. Neer doube, I warrant thee Fll- be carcful. 

Gov. Follow me then, Sir. =——_—_—_ [ Exexnt, 


SCENe J; 
Enter Fumble aud Spatterdaſh. 


Fumb, © Pat. Sirrah ! 
Spat. Here, Sir, here. © 
Fumb, Whither is this Raſcal gane? 'Well, ifack, T am too full of 
clemency 3 I muſt ſwinge this Rogue, or he'll never be good for any 
thing 3 he's at Nine-holes now, I'Il lay my life : A damn'd Villain, that 
fpends ime Three-pene® a day 1 know 'not how. ' "Ho 
Spat. O Lord, who I, Sir * 0 WAG Vs JENS 


L 


_ 
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 Fumb, Who's within there ? what, . will no body hear me? Am 1 
left deſolate ? Lhavernot the plague I think. ——- Ha ! 
\ Spat. Why, here am I, Sir 3 I have been here all this while —<. 

Fxmb, Oh Sirrah, are you come ? where have you been, ha? I fay 
where have you been, Rogue ? C 
- Spat. No where, Sir, riot F. | 
- Fumb, Sirrah ! I:muſt be-left alone! 'muſt 1.1 and when 1 have a 
meflage to ſend, go my (elf. Hah ! Sirrah; Mr. Little-Pox 
has a Boy, that tho* he was ſtinted at Nurſe, and is not above pocket- 
high, can run, and fiisk, and jump upon occaſion , Sirrah , know a 
Bayly by his Noſe, and a Wench by her Buttocks, ye Rogue, and a 
good Linguiſt, and a pretty Pimp, Sirrah, and can hold the Door with 
adicady chand, ye Rogne : but thou, a Raſcal,” a Drone, art good for 
nothing. 

Spur. Any thing, Sir, 1. warrant you : . try me, and you ſhall find 1 
can hold a:Door as well as he. 

Fumb, Why, how now, Sirrah ? what, make mouths at me? is 
your Maficr grown your mirth-? Ha, this will tcach you better 3 this 
will 'new-mold you x- I'll fetch you out of -your, damn'd looks ifack : 
French: Grimaces, Rogyue,: French Grimaces ? -- | | | Beats bim, 

Spat, O Lord, what ſhall I do? Becauſe he's deaf, ahd cannot hear 
me, he thinks I mock him. Hold, Sir, —— for Heav'ns fake ; 
upon my Faith I don't mock youz [ Aloud, 
[Tis all a miſtaKe 3 and, Sir, you have beaten me for nothing, - 
 Famb, What a noiſe the Rogue makes! Why, Sirrah, cannot you 
ſpeak temperately;. but you mult roar thus ? I am not fo deaf, but I can 
hear without this Thunder-clap. ' But you do it in contempt, do you, 
Sirrah ? Blkſs us, to what an impudence this Age is grown ! But T11 
fetch the Devil out, leſt he ſhould grow in ye,—thus,— | Bears him. 
I ſhould beloth to ſee thee hang 'd till-you come to years of diſcretion. 

'Spati Mcrcy o' me, what a Maſter haveI? If 1 ftay long here 7 ſhall 
be beaten into Mummy. 

Fumb. Come, Sir, now T have perform'd the part of a Maſicr and 
a Friend in your Caſtigation, 1 have now a word or two by way of In- 
frution. Mark me, Sirrah, — nothing exaſperates more than ſcorn, 
nor nothing pleaſes more than obſervance ; a Maſter ſhould be firi& in 
finding occafion to beat his Servant, and a Servant ſhould be carcful in 
avoiding the beatings of his Maſter. | 

Spat. So, he has taught me, now 4 ſhall be.carcful-of avoiding, it 
hereafter if my legs will carry-me. bo 4 

Fumb. What, mouths agen, Sirrah, mouths agen ? 
| $pat. Urpph. 1, [| Makes a low Congee,—ſays nothing, 

Fumb. Oh this ſubmiſſion pacihes,; Come hither, 1 have a meſſage 
for yc, and lct me ſce how you can bchave your ſelf; 'tis a matter of 
Moment. Spat, 
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Spat. I'll do my beſt to pleaſe ye, Sir. 

Framb. What doſt thou ſay now ? Look, look !— was ever 
ſuch a Raſcal as this? This Rogue knows well enough that I cannot hear 
him. Sirrah, come and Jay your mouth to my car, and then ſpeak, if 
you would have me underſtand ye. 

Spat. Yes, Sir, I ſhall be very careful to remember it hercafter. 

Famb. Rafters? what-Raſters, Rogue ? | 

Spat. Sir, I ſhall be carcful to remember it hereafter.—! ['Aloud. 

Fumb. O ſhall you fo, Sir ? and *twill become you ifack : for look'ce, 
Sirrah, 'tis my humour as long as I'am healthy and jovial, to cover 
failings and imperfeQtions in Nature as wellas I can j 'tis a Wiſe-mans 
vertue; and I have paterns for't every day. Ah ! here arc a fort of 
jolly, brisk, ingenious, old Signiors about Town, that with falſe Calves, 
falſe Bellies, falſe Tcecth, falſe Noſcs, and a falſe fleering Face, upon the 
matter fill up Socicty as well as cre a Maſquerading Fop of 'em all. — 
But to the matter : Sirrah, you muſt carry this Ring to Cordelia, and 
poſſeſs her with my love in an clegant manner : Stand there, and let 
me ſee how you can carry your ſelf in ſuch a bufineſs. 

Spat, Thus, Sir : I had my Honours from the Dancing-School, — 

Fumb. O daran'd Rogue ! what a Bow's there? *tis worſe than a 
Country Counſellors to a Client that has no money. Sirrah, —J—- pull 
me your Hat off thus, — with a Grace; Ah ! I cou'd have done 
it rarely twenty years ago 3 but ifack Time and Gravity defaces 
all things. Come, Sirrah, —- 

Spat. Madam ! my Maſter too well knowing the Charms of your 
Wit and Beauty arc too ſharp at all times to be oppoſed, has by me 
ſent this Ring, and humbly defires———- 

Fumb, Well, that laſt Honour was pretty well : — but come now, 
let's hear what you can ſay? | 

Spat. *Sdeath ! he has not heard me all this while 3 what hall 
I do ? [ Knocking. ] 

Oh ſome-body knocks this was happy : Sir, there's ſome-body at door 
to ſpeak with you. | | Aloud. 

Fumb. Go ſee who *tis, I'll follow.— This is a plaguy dull Rogue, 
but I muſt have patience, and take pains with him.—Nor ſhou*d he 
do any thing in this buſineſs had I not a deſign in'tz and ifack I like 
the Woman well; — ſhe's young, and plump, free in her Nature, and 
of a Sanguine Complexion, and box fide, I never ſee her but ſome ſe+ 
cret motions in my blood ſeem to imply that ſhe is the cauſe, — What ? 
T am not Bedrid z — I can dance yet, ay, and run and jump too if 
occaſion be, and why not the tother. thing ? Come, come, —- 
it muſt, it muſt;z— mine was ever a fiirring Family : = it muſt, I fay, 
and the ſhall know it ſuddenly. — Ex. Fumble. 


G Scene 
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Scene 4» 


Enter Maria and Bubble. 


Mar. Ome ſoftly, Sir, and -plant your ſelf here at this back- door , 
T have already made a diſcovery, 

Bubb. Are gn . | 

Mar. I believe fo , they ſeldom miſs ſuch an © tunity, eſpecial 
when they think you abſent. GIN CEnny 

Bubb. No; they are politick with a Pox to 'em : Siſter, what re- 
venge, ha?. I am reſolv'd to be a Tyrant : *Sbud PFll pinch her to death 
with a pair of Tongs: 

Mar. O fie, that will be too cruel. 
| Bubb. Cruel! by the Lord Harry 'tis Juſtice, palpable Juſtice ! 
Why, ſhou'd ſhe live, ſhe'd Cuckold the whole Nation. 

Mar. Conſider better on't, 'tis but a venial Crime, and deſerves not 
ſuch rigour,— But come, — meditate of no revenge till you are ccr- 
tain of the fault : — keep cloſe at that door, be ſure you diſcover not 
your ſelf till. E come to you I'll go and obſerve. 

Bybb, 1'll try my patience z— but "tis a damn'd Caufe, — Exemwr; 


Enter Raſhley and Emilia, Scene a Bed-Chamber. 

Emil. Our Intrigue as yet goes well. 

Raſh. I ſwear to admiration 3 and had I' not fcen each paſſage, f 
ſhou'd have thought 't had been impoſſible. Oh my Dearcit! how ſhall 
I gratific thee? My love's too poor, and my deſert too mean ever to 
cqual it. [ Kifſes ber band, 


Enter Ranger. 


Rang. 1am glad I've pot air agen 3 this damn'd old Gib-Cat has 
mew'd me this half hour into ſuch a hole , that had I taid a minute 
longer I had certainly been ſmother'd : it ſtinks worſe than a Pothe- 
caries Shop, and is furniſht with nothing but Gally-pots full of naſty 
Oyl, into which groping about I often thruſt my Fingers :—Fough ! — 
Aſaſactida, as I live! —— a molt intolerable ſtink ! —— Ah! the 
Devil grind her old Chops. — Stay >— this is ſure Emilia's Chamber, 
and if Fam not wiſtaken, I heard a whiſpering here 3—it may be they're 
together z——  T 11 be till and liſten. #* 

Raſh. Our love ſhall 12ſt whole Ages, and cach Kifs add new and 
fiexce defires : Death ſhall want rower to ſeparate us, and Envy droop 


aud pine it (clf away to (cc ir *2gem ſucceed no better. 
Rang, 
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R ang. By Heav'n *tis ſoz—They are here :— Bleſt minute ! now x 
ſhall make a rare difcovery. Yo 

Emil. 1 am contirm'd, and will proceed in loving.: - A Husband is 
2 dull infipid thing, pall'd and grown (tale within a-weck: Buta Lover 
appears ſtill new and gay, and is to perpetuity the ſame he was at firſt, — 
all mirth,— all pleaſure. 

Rang, 'A molt excellent Theme ; — Oh that that Property, that 
Fool her Husband, ſtood now to hear this Devil of a Wife make out 
this free Confeſſion ! 
 Raſþ. He, dall Creature, Heay*n knows, is blind to all your Charms, 
Marriage acts only the Decreces of Duty, Love has the leaſt ſhare in't. 
In this Age a Husband with a Wife is like a Bully in a Church ;— 
the only pleaſure he takes is to ſleep away the hours ſhou'd be-employ'd 
in Conjugal Duty. | 

Emil. Well! I am very glad our plots ſycceed fo well: I ſwear T was 
half frighted tother day when my Siſter-in-Law Maria diſcover'd us. 
Was it not done ſubt'ly? Did 1 not fetch all off agen with an excellent 


Invention ? | | 
Rang. Good ! rarcly good! This Devil cannot ſure have ſo much 


impudence to deny this agen» | mm 

Raſh Ha, ha, ha! By Heav'n I'm ready to dic with laughing when I 
think what Aſſes we made of *em,— R anger too, that buſie Coxcomb, —. 
what a fretting, and plotting, and ſweating did he make for nothing ! 
— Alas, poor Fool! — Ha, ha, ha! . 

Emil, Ha, ha, ha! X | | 

R ang. O the Devil fleer you. — 'Sdeath, am I till their Property ? 
I ſhall have a lice at your Noſe ere long : I doubt not, my- young Gal- 
lant, — I ſhall daſh your Mummery. — 

Raſh. Come, we loſe time ; — Let talk be our diverſion when we are 
old and can reap nothing elſe; our minutes now ſhould all be ſpent in rap- 
ture, —— Thus, thus, my Sweet ! — Oh that we cou'd live thus 
ever! - How now, what noiſe is that ? 

Bubble within. Bawds ! Strumpets! Whores! Witches ! Break open 
the door there, break open the door. | 

Mar. Fetch a Leaver, or call the Smith oyer the way preſently. 

Emil. Oh Heav*n, my Husband and Maris! we are undone, 

Rang. Tis Bubbl-'s voice ſure! this compleats my joy, Now let Bel- 
zebub, it he owes her any kindneſs, fetch her from hence, I'll guard 
this paſſage, Ft Abanl df 

Raſh. What ! what ſhall I do, Madam ? 

Emil, Here quickly, run into. this Cloſſet, Sir, and jurap out cf the 
Window into the Garden 3 if you were: gone, let me aloge-tor the reſt. 

K ang. Who ſteps a foot this way, fieps on his death 3: his Soul ſhall 
not be his a minute. )! cid Lice 


G 2 Emil 
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Emil. Ha! Ranger here? Iam loſt in my amazement. 

Rang. Death! and Hell and I defencelefs too ! O curfed Minute ! 

Ring. No, Madam, I'll ſecure you from this ftratagem : This Win 
dow ſhall be no Bawd to th' Intrigue now, that I'll be fure on. 

Ex. into the Clifſet. 

Bubble within. Quickly, quickly ! a Leaver, a Leaver ! 

Raſh. No way t' eſcape? Can I not climb the Chimney? Any thing 
to get free this once.— Oh fate, taken i th? midſt of our ſecurity, when 
we leaſt thought of it ! what ſhall we do ? 

Emil. T have it : Come hither, get ye under this Table, and dili- 
gently liften to what I fay : *Fis ten to one he never ſearches here. 
Come, in, in, quickly, and pray the relt may proſper. 

Raſh. I never had more need of pray'rs : — I'll try. [Goes «nder 

Table. 


Enter Ranger from the Cloſer, 


Rang. So } that conveyance is faſt enough. Now, Madam, what 
think'ee of a flecring Jeſt upon the Fool Ranger, the Coxcomb, the Aſs 
Ranger, and your jolly fpleen to laugh, Ha, ha? I think the Dice arc 
mine now : Now, Devil, I have trapt ye. — 

| Knock withm. 

Emil. This Key may add to my delign. — | Takes ont the Key oth' door. 

Bubble within. Down, down with ie, break it open there. 

Rang. What think you of that, Madam ? Does your Husbands voice 
refreſh you extreamly ? — 

Emil. Now help me, Wit, or I am loft. [ She goes and puts 
the Key into his Coat-Pocket, and then 
lays bold of bum, and cries out. —— 

Help, help there, for Heav ns ſake, F am undone, ruin'd for ever: A 
Rape, a Rape ! — Help, help !— 

R avg, Hell and the Devil, what does (he mean ? 

Emil. Ah, cruel Man, cannot theſe Tears prevail ? will nothing top 
Barbarity * what have I done that cou'd deferve this uſage ? O moſt 
unfortunate of Women. 

Rang. Dam her, I ſhall be finely catche if this hold; I muſt get 
Way. .— [ Struggles, ſhe bolds him, 

Emil. A Rape, a Rape! Help there, for Heav'ns fake, help.---- 


Enter Bubble aud Maria with a Light, They ſtand amaz'd. 


Rang. By Heav*n, I am ſnapt'agen, catcht in my own ſnare. 
Emil, Has my Husband been ſo much thy Friend, and would abuſe 
him thus, (thou bafe man ?) but Heav'n forgive thee, 
Bubb. *Sbud, what's this I. fee? Ranger # _ 
i 4 . 
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Mar. Ranger here, and R aſhley abſent : I have plotted finely; *Tis 
plain now that Traytor loves her, and has only made me an Engine to 
work his deſign with more facility. 

R ang. Raſhly gone too? Now has the Devil to ſpite me convey'd 
him away in a Miſt : Here's like to be frne work towards 3, but I muſt 
ſtand the brunt now I am enter'd. 

Bubb, Now, Sir, what a Pox make you here with my Wife? Hah ?- 

R ang. So, it begins rarely ! O this ſubtle Devil! Why, Sir, as T am 
a Gentleman, and upon my Honour. 

Emil. O my Dear, a thouſand thanks for this deliverance; and by 
all our love I charge thee, by our Marriage-Vows, by alt our Pleaſures 
fincc , and Joys to come , I charge you revenge me upon that Traytor 
there :- He would have Raviſht me ! Oh Heav*n, that ever FE 
ſhould live to be fo put to't !-——— 

Bubb, *Sbud! Raviſh my Chicken? Ranger, you are the Son of a 
Whore, and I ſhall prefume to cut your Throat. 

Rang. Sir, do but hear me, upon my Honour all this is falſe. 

Mar. It muſt be true ! what ſhould he come hither for, but upon 
fome ill intent? I am refoly'd I'll be reveng'd on him —— 

Aſide. 

R ang. *Sdeath ! ſhe againft me too? this is worſe and WW 

Bubb. Difcover the matter, that I may do Juſtice on both lidcs. 

Emil. Sir, know then, R anger long has lov'd me often ſolli- 
cited me unlawfully : but finding ſomething in my Vertue that" 
ſhook his deligns, his recourfe was to make you jealous of me and Raſh- 
ley; — who, poor man, has often told me with fighs how deeply he: . 
has reſented your unkind ſuſpitions. 

Bubb. Alas, poor Fellow ! 

Rang. O confuſion! he begins to believe her agen. 

Emil, At laſt, Sir, finding his fuit to be too troubleſom for me to 
bear, and being loth to vex you with ſuch fooleries, I told Raſh- 
ley, who promiſed all aſſiſtance imaginable: — I defir'd him alſo to be 
careful,and watch Icit Lſhould be furpriz.'d 3- as to night (Heav'n knows) 
I was. 

Raus. Dam her, what a Lye is this! Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak. 

Bubb. Not in my Houſe, Sir, you have talkt too much already 3- and 
by the Lord Harry Flt talk with you anon : but let that paſs, go on, 
Chicken. 

Emil. At laſt, Sir, this unhappy night coming hither as I uſed todo 
to my Devotions, He it ſeems having corrupted ſome of my Ser-- 
vants, got into the Clofſet, and thence came and ſurpriz'd me 3 
farſt locking the door, and putting the Key into his Pocket. 

Kang. I a Key? Sir, as Llive I ſaw none: This is-the molt noto» 
x40us Lyg —— 

Emikl.. 
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Emil, Oh wretched man ! was it not Crime cnough to make ſuch an 
attempt, but you mult perliſt in falſhood ? Sir, he has it now about him 
there in that Pocket, I ſaw him put it in. 

' "Rang. This Pocket ?— Why, thou Devil ! hah ! —— 
{ Pmts bis band in's Pocket, pulls out a Key. 
*Sdeath, how came it here? Magick, Witchcraft, — the Devil and all, — 
combine againſt me! wou'd I were well out, — if ever I plot agen, — 

Mar. *Tis cvident now he would have Raviſht her! Lockt her in 
for the purpoſe. Perfidious Traytor, ſee me no more. 

Rang. A very fine bus'neſs this ! 

Bubb, 1s it fo, Sir ? I'll do your bufine(s for you. 

[ Goes to run at Ranger, aud overthrows the Tabl-, 

Emil. Diſcover'd ? 1am loſt agen. 

Brbb. *'Sbud, Kaſhley ! 

Kaſh. *Sdeath and Hcll, what wil! become of me now ? 

Rang. How ! Kaſhley under the Table ? Then Fate is mine agen. 
Now, Sir, do you perccive any thing yet. 

Mar. Stranger and ſtranger ! what can this mean ? or what could thcy 
both do here ? 

Bubb. *Sdeath ! how came he here ? Hoh ! — [ To Emil, 

Rang. Ay,—— cxamine that point cloſcly 3 ſure this will make for 
me. 

Bubb. As Gad jidge me, and fo I will : ſpeak, I ſay, how came 
he here ? 

Emil. Nay, Heav'n knows, not I; I believe for the ſame deſign with 
K anger. 

kia. 'Cdeath, ſhe'll betray me too. 

Emil. Tell him, tcll him, Sir : ſpeak for your ſelf; ſay 
any thing. [ Softly. 

Raſh. Speak ? why,-- 'Sbud, Madam, have I not done as you com- 
manded me ? Have I not watcht bere this two hours to fruſtrate Kan- 
ger's deſign ? What, d*ce think to make an Als of me ? 

Rang, How, Sir, my delign ? Dam me this muſt not paſs upon 
me, Sir. 

Rſv. Nor you ſhall not paſs upon my Friend here neither, Sir; I 
heard you this evening when you corrupted one of the Women to get 
you into that Cloſſer, that you might accompliſh with more eaſe, Sir. 
But, Madam, this is a little unnatural, to make me ſuſpeRed as his 
Collegue, when my deligu was fo far different. 

Bubb. *'Sbud I cannot tind the meaning of this. 

Raſh. The meaning ! Why, Sir, —ſhe hid me under the Table as a 
defcnce againſt Kanger's inſoulence : but when ſhe heard you at the door, 
and knew you were coming in, ſhe conjur*d me by all the love I bore 
her to {it till, and not diſcover my felt and all her excuſe was 
your 
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your jealouſie 3 (Jealouſic with a Pox !) a very fine light for the abuſe 
the intended to me :— *Sdeath, Madam, my ſervice deſerv'd a better 
reward if you conſider it. — (Pray Heav'n this Lye proſper.) 

Emil. Ha, ha, ha !— I knew I ſhould vex him but I confels *tis 
all true: — For (my poor dear Rogue!) I am ſo hourly tormented: 
with fear of thy naughty jealouſie, that I dare not tell thee any thing. — 
Prethee deſert it, do, my dear Sweet 3 Itads thou wouldli be the 
beſt Husband in the World if thou would(ſt but leave it.— [_ Kiſſ-s him. 

Bubb, Well! it muſt be ſo; this cannot be feign'd: Come hi- 
ther to me, =— I will forſake it: — By the Lord Harry thou art the 
beſt Wife in Chriſtendom, — and I the moſt ungratctul Husband 3 bue 
forgive, my Dear, forgive —— [ Kiſſes ber, 
We have all failings thou knowelt, prethee forgive me. R 

Rang. So! now may I hang my ſelf. *Sdeath'! all the Fiends arc 
Aſſes to her. - I'll begone for ſhame, leſt worſe befall me: 

—— Snccubus, Farewel 1 | 
There is not ſuch a Sorcereſs in Hell. Ext, 

Bubb, Come! haſt thou ſcal'd my pardon ? | 

Emil. You know the ſoftneſs of my temper 3 but your unkind. jca» 
loulie will kill me one day. — 

Bubb. Tgad I'll kill my. ſelf firſt. Come, prethee no more. Tom, 
thy hand too 3 ---- come, 1 know thou canſt bear with my frailty.---- 

R 2ſb. I Sir, I can bear well enough ! but me thought *twas a little 
ſtrange to tax me, 

Bubb, Come, come, all ſhall be well ;---- Faith, we'll go in and fro- 
lick. Oh my Dear, ſuſpe& thee 3---- Well, I am a Fool, that's the 


truth on't.— Ex. Bubble and Emilia. 
Mar. The Devil helps her ſure 3 for this was certainly an Aſſignation ; 
Fl after Ranger and know the truth on't. Exit. 


K aſh. Ha, ha, ha !---- Was ever plot carried thus ? Sure never ! Her 
Wit has more ſupplies than I have thoughts, and happily they end ſtill;3 
and Gad for my own part I ſhall love lying the better as long as I live 
for the ſucceſs of this ---- Once more all is well, and he the Cuckold 
(till, Ha, ha, ha! I muſt go in and laugh with her. 


Intrigue's her Maſterpiece 3 and all may ee, 
A Woman's Wit's beſt in extremity,---- Ex; 


3 The FOND-HUS BAND: or, 


The Fifth ACT. 


Enter Cordclia- 


Cord. VVEe of all Creatures that vex Mortality, a ſuperannna- 

ted Lover is certainly the moſt troubleſom , eſpecially 
to one of my years : our inequality is ſo prepoſterous, and his addreſs 
ſo unnatural, that I always entertain rather hate for his perſon, than 
compliance for his love : From Fourſcore and five, Heav'n deliver me 
'tis an Age of doting.---- Here he comes, I knew I could not be quict 


one hour. 
Enter Fumble, 


Fumb. Sirrah, Sirrah ! Rogue, Rogue! and how and how ! Hah ! 
art thou jolly, blithe, like a Bird in a Trec? Ifack I was impatient till 
1 came to ſee thee: well, and how fits the Ring ? does it ſhine ? docs 
it glitter ? Hah, little black Rogue! ---- Ifack I bought it of the beſt 
Goldſmith in Cheapſide, a Man of good Reputation 3 A Cuckold too, 
and they are always the honeſteſt Fellows.---- 

Cord. From henceforth let me deſire you, Sir, to beſtow your preſents 
on ſome body elſe :---- I ſent your Ring back by your Man, he can beſt 
give you an account of it.---- 

Fumb. Hah! ---- what fayſt thou ? Counterfeit? Tfack thou art mi- 
Naken, Bird 3 ---- thou art, bona fide, they are as well cut as any in 
Chriſtendom, and of the right Black-watcr : What, doſt thou think T'l1 
put any falſe Stones upon thee ifack ? ---- I am more civil, Tced, there 
I was waggiſh 3 ---- But ſhe's a witty Rogue, ſhe'll apprehend the jeſt. 

Cord, Was cver ſuch an inſipid piece of Antiquity ? Pray, Sir, for- 
bear theſe impertinences, and aſſure your ſelf I hate an old Fellow for 
a Husband, as much as an old Gown, or an old piece of Wit, that af- 
ter forty years Oblivion, with a new name, is publiſht for a new Lenten 
Play. ---- ; 

Fumb. What does ſhe ſay now ? But no matter, I'll go on. Well 
faid, Bird, well ſaid : Bona fide, thou haſt Wit in abundance , that 
Colour, and ſuch a ſort of Noſe, never fail. But come, we loſe time, 
] know 'tis ordain'd I muſt marry thee: I am the Man that muſt ga- 
her the Roſcbuds.----Ah Rogue !----I'll warrant thou*rt a ſwinger, and 
Ifack that black a top there hres me ſtrangely, I am all flame, and bona 


fide, me thinks as youthful and Mercurial as any Spark of *em all. 
SONG. 
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Na he took her by the middle ſmall, 
And laid her on the Plain ; 
With a hey down derry down, come diddle, 
With a ho down derry, &«. 


What think you, Madam? am I old ? 

Cord. So old, that your preſence is more terrible than a Deaths-Head 
at Supper : for my part I tremble all over. There's a kind of horrour 
in all your antick geſtures *ſpecially thoſe that-you think became you, 
—— that fright worſe than the Devil z than the Devil, Sir.—— [ Aloud. 

Fumb, The Devil! what of him, Bird? Piſh, the Devil's an Af, 
I ha” ſeen't in a Play ;——and ifack we loſe time in talking about fo 
worthleſs a matter. Lovers ſbou'd ne*'er be flow in their affairs ;:—— 
For, as my good Fricnd Randolph tells me, Nothing is like opportuni 
taken in the nick 3 in the nick, Sweet-heart ! Icod, 1 was waggi 
again, I was waggiſh agen' ifack. — Come, Bird, come. | 

Cord. -What will you do, Sir? Heav'n, how 'he tortures me! . | 

Fumb, Come along then z-— I have got'a Prieſt ready, and paid for 
the Licence and all: Prethee let me kiſs thee I long to practiſe 
ſomething that might pleaſe thee : Never was man fo alter'd! never! 
Come, - prethee Bird, come, itack I have not patience. 


Enter Governe(s and Sir Roger, 


Gov. Here's Sir Roger Petxlant ! my dear Mouſe delires to ſpeak 2 
word or two with you. 
; Card. Oh here's ſome hope of deliverance ! Sir Roger, your humble 
Servant. Come hither, Letzice, and ſtand; jult in my place: Lam fo 
tortur'd with this old Fellow, ——— prcthee be kind to him, and fol- 
low him whither he'd have thee 3 it may be a Husband in thy way, 
and a good Eſtate. | 

Gor. A Husband ! marry that's fine ! I warrant you, :{weet Mouſe, 
I 11 be very punctual. | F 2 it 
| Cord.. So, now let us lip aſide and obſerve 3. 'twould be an excellent 
revenge if; he ſhou'd marry her. « = He's comiog to her already, 
and his eyes. axe fo old and dim that he perceives not bis miſtake !;--- 

They ſiep' aſide. 

Frumb, Delays, Sweet-heart, arc dang'rous ifack 3 I have conſider'd 
it: The time I have liv'd in the World has given: me the benetjt of 
kuowing more than another of fewer MILLE TID Aloog; Apogerm+ 
| 7 - ay, 
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I fay, thou ſhalt be my Queen, my Paramour, my Cleopatra, —— and 
I will live another Age in Love, and then farewel old Simon ifack. 
Come, come along. 

Gov. Oh ſadneſs ! what happy fortune's this ? Well, Vil go with him, 
pray Heav*n he be blind enough, that's all I fear. 

Fumb. She ſeems kinder than uſual } —— ifack I have wrought her 
finely. Come, poor Rogue, come — 

Gov. I am ready, Sir this was a happy hour 3 

And if it hit but right, Pm made for ever. — Exeunt. 


Sir Roger and Cordelia re-enter. 


Cord. Ha, ha, Tam glad I am rid of him any way: but now, 
Sir Roger, to your bus*neſs.— I hear your Nephew is fick. 

Sir Kog. In verity, Madam, moſt dangerouſly frck, and the caufe of 
my giving you this trouble was in verity to give you information of it 
for by his melancholy 1 find love is the cauſe. Ah, Madam, your laſt in- 
difference was very prejudicial to him : *Tis txue, he denies it ;z-—— 
but I am old cnough to judge of the contrary, and therefore haye found 
out *tis Pailion, nay Paſſion for you has laid him thus Tow, and nothing, 
but your ſmiles can raiſe him, 'tis gone {© far in verity.---- 

Cord, 1 am forry, Sir, F have the misfortune to be th' occafion of 
_ difater : -— but is there any remedy ? what would you have 
me do? 

Sir Rog. Madam, my fuit to you is, that you would be pleas'd to go 
with me and give hima viſit; the ſurprize of your preſence I am con- 
fident will diſpate his melancholy, and perhaps totally baniſh his di- 
temper. 

Emter Varia. 


But I ſee we are interrupted; tet's retire, Madam, and if you pleafe 
now will: be a very good time to viſie him. 

Cord. Softly, Sir, I would not have my Cozen Maria know any thing 
of it z but if chas can do him any good, F11 not be fo cruel to deny it,--- 
*tis an a& of charity. — Come, Sir, Flt go with you. 

Sir Rog, Madam, you oblige us both -—-- Exennt.. 

Mar. Still baffled * ſure this cannot laft long 3 the Devil will be weary 
of odliging her in a little time. I have been yonder- ſifting: Ranger 
about the laft plot, and by all circumſtances find what he faid was true, 
and ſhall F leave off thus peorly ? Piſh, FT cannot for ſhame :---- IT have 
Fruth and Honeſty on my fide3---- ſhe's only cunning, and *tis impoſ- 
ble that ſhou'd laft eves.---- Once more then have at *em:+--- T1 have 
by ſeveral falſe mefſages buz'd it again info my Brothers ears 3 he be- 
keres,” and will once more follow my counfel:- befides, Thave _ 
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falſe Key to her Chamber, and can ſurprize 'em when they lcalt ſuſpet * 
this, if Kenger be at all diligent, muſt needs effeRt it z-—— for 1 ans" 
reſolv'd not to reſt till 'tis done, for the ſatisfaction of my revenge on 
that falſe man,—— Ex, Maris. 


Enter Apothecary and Sneak in « Night- Gown, 
Sneak, Uh! Uh! ens 
Apoth, Nay, Sir, if you would have the effects anſwer your expeQa- 

tion, you mult ſuffer, Sir, and be patient. | 
Sneak, 'Ounds ! 1 cannot have patience : —— Sure a civil*Clap 

might be cured without all this ſtir. 'Tis not a Miracle in this age. — 


Oh Lord ! | 
Enter Sir Roger and Cordclia. 


Sir Rog. O horrible ! what's this I ſee ? 
Sneak, My Uncle ! Oh I am undone, loſt for ever. 
Apoth. But, Sir, your civil Clap might ha* been an uncivil Pox in 
time. 
Cord, How , Sir Roger ? was it fit to make me SpeQator of this 
object ? ETH 
Sir Rog. The Pox ? In verity I have brought his Miftriſs . to fine 
purpoſe : Ah damn'd Raſcal! The Pox? what ſhallI do? Iam dif 
grac'd for ever. [ 4/ides 
Cord. Hark ye, Sir, pray what is that there? | | | 
| [ Pointing to a Sweating- Chair within, 
Sir Rog. What ſhall I ſay ? (Death, ſhe has found out his Sweating 
Chair !) Why, Madam, 'tis umph - 'tis a Mathematical En» 
gine they uſe at Cambridge, — Cob was always addictcd to ſtudy. 
Cord. 'Twere a fault to hinder him then, Sir, being ſo wcll employ'd. 
Farewel, —— "Ex. Card. 
Sir Rog. She has found it out. — Sirrab, ſee my face no more; from 
this hour I abhor thee, a damn'd Raſcal ! - 
Sneak, Good Uncle ! 
Sir Rog, The Pox ! A ſneaking, ſniveling Rogue ! Heav'ns, was ever 
the like ſeen ? — Burt 'tis now a general Maxim, and your Sandy, 
Sheeps-face, unthinking Villain, is always the greateſt Whoremaſter. 
Sneak, Why, by Ferico, it was by chance, Uncle, Hab-nab as a man 
may ſay: As hope to be fav'd 'twas againſt my will: |! 
Apoth. Six, your anger makes an addition to his diſtemper; } 
Sir Rog. What, you arc his Pandar, Sir, arc you? but 1 think you 
may be the Devil for your honeſty ;— ſo may ye all ;-—|uth as you 
ſooth 'em in Vices ;-<I warrant you are tired with (uch —— 
Ha, ' Sir, ——- arc younot? 1 {1 0 6) | oo 
H 2 Apoth, 


Fo 
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* Apath, In troth, Sir, my rotten Patients are fo loath to die, and my 
found ones, which for my Arts improvement I would make rotten, — 
ſo haſty to recover, that I confeſs I am often weary, but not tir'd, Sir. 

Sir Rog. So, Sir, in verity you are all a company of Raſcals; _—— 
and as for his part, I'll inſtantly write to his Fathcr to difinherit him, 
that I may revenge my diſgrace, and puniſh his folly. The Pox ! 
a Son of a Whore ! the Pox' Exit, 

Apoth. A mad old Fellow, but your penitence will recover all. 

Sneak, Wou'd you were hang'd, by Ferico, for leaving the door 
open. — Oh what fhall I do?. Fhis comes of learning the Sciences in 
the Devils name. 

Apath, Paticnce, Sir, have patience — [ Scene ſhuts.) Ex. 


Enter Rafhley, Emilia and Betty. 


Raſh. A Trap-door, ſay you, Madam ? 

Emil. Yes, we happily difcover'd it yeſterday looking for a Ring ac- 
cidentally dropt z3-—<— it opens upon the Stairs the backlide of the Kit- 
chin;—— I am ſure *cwill be very neceſſary in our Intrigue : Here, 
take the Candle you, 'and: go and watch 3.— and when I give the fign, 
be ſure be ready. 

Berry, -L 11 -not fail, Madan, 

- Emil: ?Tis-good to be fecure, for I know Maria has ſtill an cye over: 
us, and my Husbands new jealouſic gives me freſh cauſe of doubt, — 

Roſh. lgad, 'tis unnecefſary : —— This. Trap+door muſt needs be 
very uſefu};— 1 fee Fortune is ours ſtill, and will not leave us. 
Let us doubt when 'we ſee dangers there is none now, -nox can be 
whilſt our love continues. — 

Emil. Which I fear will be but a ſhort time: for what is indirc& is. 
ſeldom permanent z therefore let us confider on?t. way 1 

Raſh. Dam Conſideration; 'Tis a worſe Enemy to Mankind than 
Malice : - Let impotent Age conſider ,- that is ft for nothing bat dull 
tame thoughts of what he has been fornierly : Let the Lawyer and 
Phyſitian conſider, what Quibbles, and what Potions arc moſt necc(- 
fary: And kt the lie Phanatick think his time out, and conlider 


how to be fecurely factious : But let the Lover love on, till tranſpor- 


ted; whilſt all-his thoughts and fences are employ'd in the dear Joys 
of rapture,: endleſs paſſion, without a grain of dull Conſideration. 

Emil. 1 ſwear the foftneſs of our Fempers abuſes half our Sex, we 
ſhou'd not elſe be won fb cafily :— But we axe ſuch kind Fools ! 
: RaſbiiAy, we arc all Fools, Madam, that's the truth or/t > but how 
hall-wehdp it? |: > . vn2c! q5:5y 

Emil. Refolve upon a remedy 5— Love no more.— | 

Raþr, Reſolve upon the contrary 3 Love for cyer: | Gad the ;Workl 
| | ce F? wou' 
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would be at a fine paſs if all were of yqur mind. How now ? 


[. Noiſe of a Locks, 
Enter Maria with a Light. 


Mar. Stand there till I fetch you in 3 I'm ſure they're here, 

Emil. My Siſter as I live ! Malicious accident ! 

Raſe. Hah, — with a Light too! . How the Devil got ſhein? 

Emil, Heav'n knows, unleſs with a falſe Key. | | 

Mar. .Nay, Y'are caught, and finely too, I m cozen'd elſe. What 
plot now, Madam, to convey you hence ? — Now ſhow your mighty 
Skill; and if there is a Devil at your ſervice employ him now, you 
never had more cauſe, ——— Me thinks you are melancholy, why d'ee 
not laugh? ſmile at your Wit and great ſecurity? You, I know, have , 
a thouſand ways to get off ſtill; or if you want, that Gentleman can. 
ſupply you. ; 

Kaſh. 1 ſupply ! A plague of your damn'd jeſt ! 

Emil. Huſh,— and leave me to her.— Nay, Siſter, this is barb*rous 
to triumph o'er our mjsfortunes.z,; You know your felt what Love is,,. 
and what inconveniences. it brings poor Women tao., | | 

Mar. You'can confeſs now ;— and here's a Gentleman not far off —- 
your Husband, Madam 3-1 know this cannot chule. but be grateful to. 
him, PII call him to hear it. 

Emil. Ah, be not ſo crucl. to undo me quite! —— T1! confeſs all 
to thee, and from this minute be converted. — Ah, had I taken thy 
counſel before I had been happy. | 

Mar. Ay. but you would perſiſt, and now ſce. what comes. 
on't. 

Emil, Oh !.I am miſerable ! Forgive me, deax. Mariz! + [ Veeps, 

Myr. Nay, Heav?n forgive you : —,, but come, will you confeſs? I 
have, her, at a; rare advantage. ÞE- [ Aſide. 

* Emil. Moſt faithfully, — but: let me do't j'th' dark 3 — let no light 
ſee my guilty bluſhes z3—L.— it is-cnough wy tongue dares utter It ;—— 
Dear Siſter, Iet me not be too much aſham'd.; Oh miſery ! mi- 


ſery ! [ Weeps. 
| Mar.. Well, here js a Light not. far off, and, thus much VIl comply 
with you.—. Now hegin. — ' [ Puts out the Light. 


Riſhi. By Heav'n I grow chcerful; —— we ſhall "ſcape, I am ſure, 
we ſhall. — Oh this dear Devil! — 

Emil. My grief ties up my tongue. — 

Mar. 'Tis time to gricve :. But. come, when dee begin ? 


Emil. This cruel man ſeduc'd me: Cracl R ley, —— Where are 
you, Sir?, , b P42 | Aſide. 
Kaſh, Here, Swegt, here! — I .. [_Softly.. 


\ Emil, 
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Emil. Firſt won upon me with his comely preſence, hanſom demea- 
nour : — every ſeveral Grace my-Soul admir'd. Give me your 
hand. — | | [ To Roſhley. 
But when he came to ſpeak, his Tongue, his Charming Tongue, Oh 
Heav'n, that I ſhall live to utter it! ſo enſnar'd me, that 1 no lo 
knew my liberty, but as his Victim gloricd in my paſſion.—— 

Mar. With'ſhame you live to ſpeak it. | 

Kaſh. * Twas my misfortune too :— but Heay*n forgive me, I ſhall 
laugh out, —1T am not able to hold. — 

Emil. Down, quickly down, — | [Both fink in the Trap. 

Mar. Now could IT lavgh till my heart ak*d agen to think how I 
have caught *em,—T knew *twas impoſſible ſhe ſhou'd *ſeape always, — 
and I will tyrannize more than a Tork'over his Slave; —— For my 
part T am ſorry for your infamy, and were it not that by the Laws of 
Nature I have a'grezt concern in any of 'my Brothers injuries, you might 
love on for me z but ſigce my. Blood runs in his Veins, .I dare not ſee his 
infamy and let it paſs unqueſtion'd':, Therefore either ſwear from this 
hour to defert R afhtey, and: never ſee. him more 3 or your diſgrace 1 will 
this inftant publiſh, 'or call your Husband to be SpeQator of bis ſhame 
and yours, What, are ye dumb? Not anſwer me! It ſeems you 
diſlike this Propoſal 3 but do not proyoke me. -- Not yet ?, Nay then — 
within there? — Brother, —herethey are, a light, a light, — quickly. 


Enter, Bubble with 2 light and long Sword. 


Bubb. Whcre? where is this Traytor? this Strumpet? by Scander- 
beg, — I am rcady for a Charge: I'll puſh him with a Vengeance ;z-— 
Where is he ? | 

Mar. Here, here! How now? What, are you got under the Table 
agen ? or into a corner ? — Give me the Candle, Brother, — I am- 
ſure have em faſt, — _. . -, - ©. © | Looks abort 

Bubb. Heres nothing 3 another miſtake, as Gad jidge.me., 

Mar. She is a Devil, and I loſe my labour. Gone? what both gone? 
Oh I could tear my ſelf: Which way ? - How ! by what means could 
they eſcape ? | | | 

Bubb. *Scape > =——"Sbud ! *tis impoſſible rhey ſhou'd eſcape if they 
were here.»— Piſh,— this is only ane of your Maggots, Siſtes, you do 
but fancy you ſaw 'em.— 4 by" it? 

Mar. Fancy ? — Eternal Light forſake me, if I did not both ſee and 
ſpeak to *'em two minutes fince 3 heard her confeſs the-Crime, and vow 
repentance 3 here, in this very place « but by what means they *ſcapt, 
I only can admire, not imagine.- EY ___ 

| Bubb. Prethee hold thy peace 3 I ſay once more 'tis only a Maggot ;-- 
Sleep, Fool, and purge thy head from fancies. How now, Ned 4 
D mer 
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p Exter Ranger 'and Betty behind, 


Rong. Sir, I know not whether the News I bring may pleaſe you. 
but I have made a ſtrange difcovery yonder. 

Bubb. Diſcovery ! of what prethee ?>——- 

Rang. Sir, I ſaw Raſhley and your Wife — going laughing Arm in 
Arm through the Entry the Backfide of the Kitchin into the Pars 
_ — where, if you pleaſe to give your [elf the trouble, you may 

nd *em.— | 
, Betty. This is as my Mifirifs ſufpeRed , and I'll inform het imme> 
lately. 

Bubb. Hey day | My Wife and RK aſhley # Art farce on't, Ned 

R ang. As ſure, Sir, as I live, 1 ſaw *em there :—nay, what's more, 
my curioſity inducing me to peep through the Key-hole, I ſaw his Head 
lic in her Lap,— whilſt ſhe with a fond paffion ſtrok'd his Cheeks, and 
dalli'd with his Hair : Faith, Sir, I could not ſee this and be ffent 3 but. 
you I fear wilt think the worſe of me for it — 

Bubb, In the Parlour, ſayſt thou ? 'Sbud, wasever ſuch a confukon ? 
Why, my Siſter ſays that within theſe two minuces the ſaw and ſpoke 
to *erm' here in this Chamber. They are here, and there, and every. 
where, and yet I can find 'em no! where þ what a Pox ſhou'd a man. 
think of this ? | 

R ang. . They are-there this inſtatit, Sir, apon my Honour, ' 
\ Mar. Save, I have not: dreatnt all this white! Did I not ſee hert 3- by 
Heav'n I faw the Devil in her likeneſs then. 1.105 972 hy 

Bubb. Why, peace, I ſay,-—if you are mad, offend'no one but your 
ſelf with it.--- What a Pox fhall I not believe- my eyes ? Phe Houle is 
not haunted that F know of, unlefs it be with Fools : — There's a Bob 
for you by way of Concluſion. - 

Mar. Yes, Cuckolds too | Thiere's'a Bob for you by way of Repartce. 

Bubb, Cuckold? — I'd have you to know Xt feorn your words 3 
and were you not- my Siſter, ' Va fetch you our: with your Repartdes. 
What, becaufe you are a Fool, y6u gueſs altperfons are alike?—— 
Do you but conceive me, Mrs. Zaniper 2 Lam a Turk at.matter of fact 
when I ſee occafion, — SL it 'T 

Rang. Good Sir,— no: more of this,— but go down and fatishe your 
If in the truth of ny Story :—— If T cell you a Lye, call me Fooh— 
Horfe, — any thing, —do but go and ſee. 

Bubb. *Sbud, I know'not what'ro do; One brings me up, another 
carries me down 3 one jilts me,. another abuſes me 3 a third laughs at 
me z=—and yet I find nothing; nor fee nothing;—nor know nothing, — 
and you are nothing but Fools to make all this tix about nothing» Bus 


come, Pl go with this, Newh- $ cms I --! CO 
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Mar. And FE; that I may fay once in my life 1 ſaw a Miracle. 

Rang. I have her once "more in the Nooſe of the Nip; now the 
Devil hold her faſt in th' other World z: — *Tis above mortal power ! 
Come,. Sir. Exemnt, 


Scene 4. 


Enter Raſhley axd Emilia in Night-Gowns, Betty, Jeremy. 


Emil. Ere, here, quickly take my Night-Gown, and put it on, 
you are ſure they are _— 
Betty, Very ſurc, 'Madam 3— I ſtood at the door and heard all. 
Raſh. What muſt 1: do, Sweet ?! Prethee do not let us be ſurpriz'd 
agen. 1 
S Emil, Uncaſe, uncaſe, Sir 3 and let your Man repreſent you as 
Betty does me :; Feremy, be ſure you play your part well, and Court her 
to the life. — _— [ Pat on the Gowns. 
* Raſh. Dec hear, Sirrah/! | 
- Fer. T'll warrant you, Sir. 'Come, Mrs. Betty, | 
+ Emil, Stay, a ward more in thy car :— Ice this Fellow is but a Blocks 
head, . and therefore am afraid of truſting him too far : — Keep him 
aS ignorant of our Intrigue as thou canſtz and if my Husband ask where 
I am, tell him-I atn gone to viſtt my Lady Coxrtly : — I'll be in my 
Chamber z-—— and when'they are all gone, bring me wotd whit Karger 
and Maria are doing. Fy/SLH1 6 
Betty.' Yes, Madam, T'll be very carcful. | 
Raſh, 1 will reward thy care, my pretty little — 
Emil, Hark ! I hear 'em coming 3— now to your poſtures, — | Noiſe, 
Ex. Raſhley and Emilia. 
Fer. Now, Mrs. Betty, we having fo! fit an occalion, let 'us make 
Love 'in ſome Heroick Vei-: | | 
- Betty, No, I am. for, the plain-dealing way. 
Fer. Piſh ! t'others a great deal better, as thus: 


- Your Eyes with ſo bright Charms arc deckt abour, 
a, That I could kiſs 'cm till I kift *em our. 


© B#tt.,'Oh I hate that 3 I vow tis yery ſilly. * 


% 


Enter Ranger, Bubble aud Maria. 


Rang. , There, there, Six 53 D'ce ſec 'em now ? will you belicve 
yext time? , - 112 Vs 3 21d 7. | 
Bubb. O diſmal Obje& 1 I am a Cuckold then, ;/- ,, 


! 


Mar, 
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Mar. This is miracutous3 how was it poſſible they cou'd get hither ? 
But I art glad they are here however. 

Bubb. Now for a good full blow at his head before he ſees me: *tis a 
Cuckolds way of revenge I'm ſurez Have at him !—- 

[ Offers to ſtrike, 
#. Oh Lord, what mean you, Sir, what mean you ? 
«bb, Traytor! Rogue! Raſcal! Pll—— Hah, Feremy ? 

Fer. Ay, Sir, *tis L, poor feremy, Sir. 

Mar. And Betty in her Miſtriſſes Night-Gown. -. | Ranger*s amaz'4. 

Rang. Their old Fricnd the Devil has fetcht *em away agen. 

Bubb, What make you here in their Night-Gowns ? 

Betty. Only, Sir, through an ambition to make Love as Gentilely as 
we cou'd, 

Bubb, Go, go, and find your Miſtriſs out, and tell her, Her humble 
Servant and Husband deſires to ſpeak with her. — Look ye, Ned, you 
arc a Fool, I ſee. 

Rang. T1 am o, Sir, I acknowledge it. 

Bubb, And you, Madam, are a little leaning that way, are ye not? 

Mar. 1 can ſay nothing for my ſelf, Sir. 

Bubb. Then I can fay y'are a Couple of Fools: Did I not tell you 
what all this wou'd come to? Ha, ha, ha ! Tt makes me laugh to think 
how buſie you two Aſs have been about nothing; and I am no better 
than a third Fool for believing you: But from henceforth, he that ſpeaks 
againſt my Chickens Vertue, is the Son of a Whore; for *Uds Bood 
ſhe's the honeſtzſt Woman in Chriſtendom, and he that denies it, I 
will immediately invade him with Battle-Ax, Poinard and Piſtol. 

Rang. She is a very Saint, Sir. 

Mar. A very Devil, Sir! O Death, is there no remedy ? 

Bubb. I'll go inſtantly and reconcile my ſelf ro her , with a tri 
Vow never to doubt her more, — Oh Sir Roger ! welcome. 


Enter Sir Roger and Cordelia. 


Faith ! T was wiſhing for ſome good Company to be Witneſs of my 
Reconcilement to my dear Chicken. You are melancholy, Sir, — I 
heard your Nephew was fick, I ſuppoſe that's the cauſe, 

Sir Rog. If he has heard of what, I am diſgrac'd for ever. 

Bubb. Come, Sir, cheer up, cheer up, he will be well agen, doubt 
not. 

Si# Rog. I hope fo, Sir. Madam, this Generous Ad of concealing 
the infamy of 6nt Family, has ſo wrought upon me, that if I cou'd re- 
quite 

Cord, No more, Sir : — Your Nephews forbearance is all I deſire: 
You are ſentible now that I have ſome reaſon to requeſt that. 

I 


Sir Rog. 
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| Sir Rog. Tam, Madam, and am extreamly bound to your Generoſity z 
and Gad I have another Nephew whom Ill make better by 200 /. a 
year to make you amends.— Well, Mr. Bxbble, 1 am glad to come at 
ſo good a time, when mirth is going forward : you are a merry man, 
Sir,— and in verity I like your company. 
Bubb. And I yours, Sir Roger ;— for I am very merry for ſome pri- 
vate reaſon beſt known to my felt : > —— We'll toſs a Rumper about 
by and by, Faith ! 


Enter Fumble puſhing in Governeſ5, 


Fumb.. An old Cronee, a Sorcereſs ; — What ifack, and in the Devils 
Name, am I to be popt in the mouth with Fourſcore and Twelve? A 
Beldame, a Witch, that expects next Winter to be turn'd into a Gib- 
Cat, — thought fit to be yok*'d with me! No, no, ſome wiſer than 
ſome 3 and I'll have her know within this week that I am as fit for 
Two and Twenty, as Two and Twenty is for me :>——— In the mean 
time avaunt Jezabel, — I like thee not, Icod thou haſt no black o' Top, 
itack, thou art not for my turn. 

Bubb. What, old Signior Famble ? what*s the matter, Man ? 

Fumb.. Ycs marry am I, Sir, and chows'd damnably too, and ſome 
fhall know'e when I can find *em. 

Cord. He's groping for his SpeQacles 3 now I expe to be rated. 

Fumb. Ah,— are you there, Rogue, arc you there ! Why, you very 
Wag, wou'd you offer.to ſerve me {o? But hang thee, thou'rt a Rogue, 
and come ifack tho* 'twas a Knaviſh Trick, 1 am pleas'd with the Wit 
on't: Give me thy hand, and come and kiſs me, and all ſhall be 
wcll agen. 

Gord, Upon condition you never. trouble me more,— there *tis.— 

Fumb, Ieod, ſhe has a pretty Touch with ber, ſhe has ifack ; I forgive 
thee with all my heart. — Well, old Woman, depart in peace; old 
Woman, I ſay, depart, and trouble me no more; — I am buſie, and 
cann*t diſpence with the Fopperics of Age now. 

Gov, Well, this comes of cating Sweet-meets when I was young : 
He had never found out the trick, if my want of. Teeth chad. not-dif 
cover d me. 

Babb. Ha, ha !— Here had like to have been fine ſport ifaith :——— 
but wou'd I knew where my Wife is, that we might all go and addreſs, 
vow I am in this good humour. 

Gov. Sir, juſt as I came in, I ſaw her go up into her Chamber. 

R*bb, Didi, thou? I am glad on't ifaith; Come, let's all go.. 


Entep 
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Enter Betty. 


Betty. Sir , T cannot find her but I heard her Gay about an hour 
ſince, ſhe intended to go and viſit my Lady Cowr:ly, 

Bubb, No, no 3 — I know where ſhe is now : — Poor Creature! IT 
warrant ſhe fits ſo melancholy above now. — Well, — I dare proudly 
ſay I have the beſt Wife in Chriſtendom : for ifaith I have been very 
jealous of her, but I was wrought upon,- when o* my Conſcience the 
innocent Wretch wou*d not hurt a Worm : - But come, we'll all 
go to her, and be ſure, Sir Roger, you plead for me ;z— in troth my 
heart akes to think how 1 have us'd her. 

Betty. T muſt prevent their going up, or we arc undone. 

Is running, Maria flops her, 

Mar. Whither are you runing ? I have ſome busneſs with you. 

Betty, Good Madam, Pl! wait on you immediately. 

Mar. Ye ſhall not fiir till T have ſpoke to you: — Here muſt be 
ſomething in this I find by her cagerneſs to be gone. 

Sir Rog, Well, Mr. Bubble, — in verity I'll do my beſt in your be- 
half; my Tongue is at your ſervice at any time. 

Bubb. Six Koger, you will oblige me in't. — She is the moſt inno» 
cent, ſweeteſt , and moſt vertuous Perſon in the whole World, and I 
ſhall never be able to make her amends, — Come, let us go. 

Rang. Now will I ſee how ſhe bchaves her ſelf , and wonder at the 
proſpcrous Impudence Hell has endow'd her with , tho' it lies not in 
my power to repel it. 

Mar. Now I think better on't, I'll defer my bus*nels till another 


time :>— You may go where you pleaſe. Exeunt, 
Betty. This cunning Devil has undone *em 3 — nor lies it now in my 
power to hinder it,— Oh I cou'd Curſe —— Exit, 


Cena ultima. 


Enter Raſhley aud Emilia. 


Emil. THe Plague of living with ſuch a Husband you muſt imagine 
| is very diſagreeable to my Temper 3 — and were it not for 
the happy hours I have the good fortune to enjoy in thy ſociety, my 
Life wou'd be wholly uncomfortable: — But, my Dear, thou wilc 
forget me, one day I ſhall grow cheap to thee, ſhall I not ? 
Raſh. No, never, —— never, my Sweet ! - Thou haſt more 
Charms each hour added to thee, rather than one diminifht,— Forget 


thee ! I ſooner ſhall forget to feed my (elf, or that the Sun 'cre ſhone in 
I 2 mid(t 
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midſt of Summer, than thy more precious Favours. Thou bring'ſt 
each hour new Sweets, and evcry minute a thouſand thouſand Graces 
throng about thee, my Dear, —- Dear, Charming, Sweet, —_— 
Cious ! — | Kiſſes ber, 


Enter Bubble, Sir Roger, Fumble, Ranger, Maria, Cordclia. 


Bubble entring. Softly, ſoftly, Sir Roger: - Poor Soul,---- I warrant 
ſhe's at Prayers. — Hah! what's this I ſee ?!——— Gad jidge me— 

Rang. By Heav'n, they're here a Kiſſing ! - Oh happy minute ! 

Emil. Ah, who could have the heart to leave thy Bliſſes for ſuch a 
Fool, ſuch a Beaſt, ſuch a dull, fordid, filthy, inſipid Creature as my 
Husband ? 

Bubb. How's that? Oh Devil ! 

Raſh. 1 am ſmother'd with thy Charms ; Oh for ſome Air ! Hah !— 


Oh horrour, curs'd minute ! taken thus? [ Starts. 
Emil. My Husband ! Nay then I am loſt for ever. _— 
Bubb. Ah curſed Creature ! is this thy Vertue ? -— But T'l! 


| Goes to wound ber, 

Sir Rog. Hold, Sir, in vcrity that muſt not be z No Swords againlt 
Women in my Companr. 

Bubb. Then here let my Vengeance light. Traytor ! have I oblig d 
thee ſo often for this ? Have at thee ! 

R ang. Your pardon, Sir, I muſt hinder diſhonourable proceedings 3 
in the Ficld you may do what you plcaſe. 

Bubb, Speak, Witch, ſpeak ! what reaſon hadſt thou to uſe me thus ? 
Thou Limb of the Devil, — ſpeak, I ſay. 

Emil. Uſe you thus ? -- Why, — Sir, your Rage makes you ſuggelt 
ſtrange thoughts without cauſe. My kindneſs to Mr. Kaſhley was 
only becauſe — he promis'd to be my Friend in urging, my Reconcile- 
ment with you 3 — and becauſe I knew he was your Friend, I there- 
fore — I ſay, becauſe I knew you lov'd him, I defir*'d him to --to--- 
I was very urgent with him—— about about—— No I miſtake ! 
'ewas he was urgent with me to intreat you to do me the favour 
no todo him the favour : F mean, hum to to 

Bubb. Pox | what a Story's here? Oh Strumpet! Witch !| —— 

Mar, To Cuckold him, was that it, Siſter ? 

Rang. Madam, me thinks your ſpecch fails you exceedingly. 

Emil, All will not doz Ofpiteful minute ! Taken thus at laſt ? Shame 
ties my Tongue, and abſence is moſt neceſſary. Exit. 

Bubb. Oh farewel in the Devils Name! Oh Horns! Horns ! found 
a Cuckold at laſt! I have ſpun a fair Thread, by the Lord Harry; A 
Cuckold at laſt ! —— 

Raſr. A Cuckold ! Why, Sit, — haye I done any thing but by you 

(hs 
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direQions ? Why do you ſeggeſt ſuch things to your ſelf? —— 
Well, Sir, if I have injur'd yay, I wear a Nas. Sir, — and ſg — 
Farewel. Ex, K aſhley, 

Sir Rog. In verity his was a ſtrange diſcovery z —— but ſuch thipgs.. 
will happen ſometimes. 

Cord. So it ſeems yet this me thinks is wonderful: 

Bubb, Oh unfortunate Husband'! Well, Flt go inſtantly and 
get a Divorce, and ſpend the remainder of my Lifein peaning a Satyr 
againſt Women 3 I'll call ic, 4 CAVTION FOR CUCKOLDS; 
where I will deplorably ſet down my own Caſe, and as a Wernngranes 
for raſh young men, and for the benefit of my Country. 


Felix quem faciuut aliens Cornua Cantum, | Exit. 


Fumb, Something is the matter now, if I cou'd guefs : But mum! 
I muſt not yet diſcover my failing. 

Rang. Now the mighty Sophiſtreſs is o'erthrown |! 

Mar. Thank Chance for that 3 =-- but no Wit of our own.-*-- 

Rang. Right, Madam 3 and by this a Man may fee how unneceffary 
a thing it is,---- to ſtrive to turn the current of a Womans fancy, when 
it is bent to another. *'Tis a damn'd thing this Wenching, it 'a Man. 
conſiders ſeriouſly on it; and yet 'tis ſuch a damnable Age we live in, 
that, Gad, he that does not foltow it is either accounted fordidly un- 
natural, or ridiculouſly Nnpotent. ---- Well, for mv part henceforward, 
this ſhall be my Reſolution : 


I'll Love for Intereſt, Court for Recreation ; 
Change jtill a Mijiriſs to be jtill in faſhion : 
I'll aid all Women. ia an Amorous League 1 
But from this hour n&er baulk, a Love-Intrigne, 
Ex..omnes, 
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Ji, Gentlemen, how dee ? Icod you fit 

ky, As if you had no Souls, no Brains, ng TA 

What, not a word now in the Poets praiſe ? 

Hah | +, Faith, I was @ Spark in my young days. 
T:Clapt, and Clapt ; nay, ſometimes to my coſt : 

I Clapt. jo long, . Gad, I (was) Clapt at laft. 


There I was waegiſh ; — Tou know what I mean; 
The —_ was in't, a Plaguy Yorkſhire @near. 
But "tis no matter. - twas but thought a Jeſt, 


And, Ged; I was. as brisk then as the , 

So I am now; for Ifack T'd- have you know, 

Your Old Man, thongh he only ſerve for ſhow, 

Tet grove _ Fern "Fa —_ Blach 0 Top, ——- 
Artd you ſhall ſee him Frisk, and fump, and Hop ; 
166d.” of 7 Wriggle ! Hah ! Jum th old BY will ſound, 
Though there is neer a Clapper to be found. . 
But let that paſs: Now your Applauſe dicburſe ; 
Why, ——— what the Devil makes you (lent thus e 
What ſay ye, The Play does not deſerve it 2. Hh | 
Icod, you are miſtaken : for I'l tell ye, 

I once could Write and Judge, and 'Fack did do 

Very ſtrange things ; but I've forgot "um now 
But [ remember what a Wag I was: 
I had ſo many Smutty Jeſts thoſe days, 

1 could get none but Women to my Plays. 

But that's all one; Icod, the Touth that Writ, 
Does well ;,..—— and who knows, may do better yet : 


Therefore you ſhould inconrage him, Dee hear ? 


And he that fails, I wiſh this Curſe may bear, : 
That he be really my Charader, 

Laſciviows, Dea f, and Impotent a I; 

And Gad that's Plague enough, 


and ſo God bu'y, 


—— —_— tn 
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